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Chapter One 


AN ambulance siren sounded from somewhere near 
Ludgate Circus. 
Raymond Kerr heard it, dismissed the noise instantly. 
Inhaling his 
cigarette's smoke, he watched a fly move across papers on 
his editor's 
desk, wondering why the insect had picked this particular 
office for a 
walkabout. He could think of a dozen better places, and all 
safer, too. 


‘Damn!' Keith Davis slammed a stubby-fingered hand down 
and 
squashed the fly. . 


Par for the course, Raymond thought. A fly one second, a 
reporter 
the next! 


Kerr nodded, stubbed his cigarette in an ashtray. 


‘Okay, Kerr,' Davis said, tossing aside copy. Til go along on 
this 
exposé idea Of yours, but - ' and he glared at the young 
newsman, 'I 
don't want glorification. Give me facts. Treat the readership 
as if they 
were Martians who had never heard about New Wave rock. 
Tell ‘em 
what the music's about, why there's this split between punks 
and Teds. 
Okay?" 


Kerr nodded, stubbed his cigarette in an ashtray. 


‘Here's your storyline,! Davis said, eyes shut tight as he 
visualised a 
page make-up. 'A day in the life of a punk star. From the 
moment he 
climbs out of bed until his baby blues fade into sleep again. 
What he 
eats, drinks, wears. Where he goes, and with whom. His 
birds and his 
group. His language. Everything.’ The cold, unemotional 
grey eyes 
snapped open and stared at Kerr. 'You've got a week - that's 
all!' 


Kerr recognised the dismissal and climbed to his feet. As he 
left the 
office he started cursing. Trust him to come up with an idea 
like this 
one. He had only wanted, to do an ordinary yam, taking in 
the King's 
Road scene and a gig or two, maybe catch some aggro and 
get a few 
interviews with the punk followers. That had been the 
notion. 


Waving to Lovely-Legs Wanda, the answer to every 
deprived male's 
primitive urges, Kerr made a mental note to ask her out 
again - and 
decided not to be so stupid. Their last session in the hay had 
practically 
ruined him. What a woman! What appetites! 


Before he left the newspaper building he paid a brief visit 
to old 
Sam Keller. The former reporter lost no time finding the 
information 
Kerr wanted - clippings about the death of a 19-year-old at a 
punk 
festival and the beatings administered to several New Wave 


stars on the 
streets of London. 


Keller’s cryptic remark, 'With a little help, you'll pass,' got 
Kerr 
thinking along new lines. He hurried home to his Bayswater 
place, a 
service flatlet in a huge, Regency-style building. Nothing 
spectacular, 
and certainly less than he had been used to in his native 
Devon. He 
often recalled his parents' abode with longing. There had 
been 
something so tranquil, so beautiful about the house on the 
hill 
overlooking a placid bay. His room facing the sea had 
appeared, then, 
too small for all his gear. But, looking back now, it had been 
spacious, 
always kept neat and dusted, and, which was what counted 
most when 
compared to this frenetic London living, it had been home. 
Genuine 
home. Not a cramped bedsitting room with a tiny bathroom 
off and a 
cooking area the size of a decent hamburger. Not a come- 
and-go four 
walls with maids who nicked everything in sight and didn't 
even 
pretend to do a cleaning job. 


Stripping off, Kerr climbed into his tub and took a quick 
bath. He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully as the water dried on him. He 
should 
shave - or maybe it would be better to let the bristles show. 
Anything to 
catch the image. He smiled at his mirror. He didn't look like a 


rock ‘n' 

roll aficionado or did he? What was yer typical rocker really 
like? 

Come to that, what set a punk rock follower aside from other 
people? 

He had seen enough pics showing groups, but had usually 
discounted 

their appearance as being part of the publicity showmanship 
gimmickry. 


‘Shit!’ he exploded and went to his single wardrobe. He 
took a pair 
of Levi's from a hanger, a cheesecloth shirt and denim 
Jacket. At 
twenty-two he still had a bit of style and, dressed again, he 
studied his 
face in the mirror. He had never like his hair too long and it 
Just 
framed the oval of his features, highlighting the cleft chin 
and 
prominent cheekbones. His blue eyes twinkled 
mischievously, as he 
stuck a cigarette into his firm mouth. 


Leaving his flat he dropped into the local for a pint and to 
get the 
reactions from the regulars who knew him only as a 
knowledgeable, 
mature, man-about-town journalist. It was a fact, he 
sincerely believed, 
that the average Londoner did not take kindly to casually 
garbed young, 
upstartish reporters from the provinces. They wanted their 
newspapermen in the mould of cinema fiction - responsible 
fellows 
with drinking problems, playing women for kicks and 
information, 
unbiased in politics but always ready with an opinion from 


inside 

tip-offs. 
'Going home for the weekend?' Jack the landlord asked. 
'On an assignment,' Kerr hinted mysteriously. 


Jack grunted and Kerr went to his usual comer table. Fred 
and 
Tom, two old regulars, were playing pontoon for their penny 
stakes. 
Neither even bothered to glance up. 


A slender girl in Wranglers and a see-through blouse 
deliberately 
jiggled her unfettered breasts, the dark nipples seeming to 
wink 
provocatively at Kerr.. She was alone, drinking Pernod and 
smoking a 
long, black-papered cigarette. Her face wore the weary 
expression of 
one who has seen much life pass above her receptive, 
supine flesh. And 
her eyes, green and suggestive, held a certain flatness. Like 
a 
high-class whore's. 


'Same again?' Kerr asked the girl, leaning across the space 
separating their tables. It was too early yet for the pub to 
be 
jam-packed. 


'That depends,' she replied, voice slightly husky. 

‘On what?' 

‘Where we'll go afterwards. ' 

‘You have a place, | imagine.' He said this sarcastically. 
‘Oh, no - you have one.’ 


A sudden idea struck Kerr and he smiled, went to the bar 
and 


ordered another Pernod for her and a large Scotch for 
himself When 

he took the drinks back he sat beside her, immediately 
aware of a subtle 

perfume rising from her body. At least, he thought, she’s no 
common 

slut. 


She inclined her head, regarding him in some amusement. 
‘Tell me 
what changed your mind,' she said. 


'Telepathic?' he queried. 


‘An old hand at understanding men,' she laughed, 
finishing her 
Original drink and drawing his offering towards her. 'I make 
no bones 
about what | am or what | do.' 


‘Honesty is sometimes destructive,’ Kerr said. ‘Let's do a 
pen-sketch 
on you...'Hecrossed his legs, sipped his Scotch and 
boldly stared at 
her lovely, firm breasts. 'Good background, probably a 
school in 
Cheltenham or an equally prominent establishment. Daddy 
wouldn't 
cater for your tastes in guys or fast cars, and you walked 
out. For all 
your education you couldn't find a job and so, doing what 
came most 
naturally and enjoyably, you decided to make the men pay 
to keep you 
in a style they found attractive.’ 


The girl laughed loudly. 'So bloody wrong,' she said. 'I'm 
from 
Manchester. My father worked for the council - a dustman. 
| hated 


school and left at fifteen. But | knew where 1 was going, 
and | listened 

to the posh bastards as they screwed me. I’ve got a car - 
a secondhand 

Mini. I've got a job as a model - posing nude for a porn 
mag...’ 


‘Christ, how wrong can I be?' Kerr asked. 


‘One hundred percent,' she replied. ’And now, what 
changed your 
mind for the second time?’ 


‘I'd like company,' the reporter said. 'How do you feel 
about rock 'n 
roll?' 


‘The same as | feel about soul or reggae - it's all sound. ' 
‘Then you won't mind coming to a gig?’ 


She downed her Pernod dregs, looked at his glass and 
quickly took 
a fiver from her purse, laid it before him. 'There - refills on 
me.’ 


can afford...’ 
‘Shit!’ she smiled sweetly. 'I'm not always on the take.’ 


Raymond waited until an Aussie and his London chick 
were served, 
conscious of the accents clashing. Elbow on the bar- 
counter, he peered 
back at the girl. He could not shake the notion that his 
stab in the dark 
for her background was closer to the mark than her rags- 
to-riches story. 
No amount of listening to what guys said as they humped 
over willing, 
helping flesh could rub off the raw edges of a Mancunian 
working class ' 
tongue. No, she was a bit too polished for a dustman’s 


daughter. The 

only rough diamonds she had seen in her early childhood 
had come 

direct from Mappin & Webbs. 


‘You've scored there, Ray,' the landlord said, nodding at the 
girl. 

Kerr snorted. 'The same again, Jack, please.' He 
wondered where 
Mrs Jack was. He had never seen a wife behind the bar, 
justa 
succession of flowsy barmaids and scruffy barmen. Here 
today, gone 
tonight. Christ, not one of those! He took his drinks 
without touching 
hands and hurried back to a normal relationship. 


‘Change .' he told the girl, sliding it across the table. 
‘But 
remember, | pay for the gig.’ 


‘You'll pay for more than that,' she reminded. 
1 don't buy love!’ 
‘Sowing seeds of discontent already?' 


They laughed together. He offered one of his cigarettes 
which she 
refused, bringing out her own hideous black tapers. The 
smell 
assaulted his nostrils. 


'‘Hashish?' he asked, raising an eyebrow, 


She gave him an old-fashioned look. 'Don't be bloody daft. 
Turkish. ' 


‘Yeah. Anyway we were saying - about you.' Kerr gulped his 
raw 
Scotch, aware suddenly that she took her Pernod without the 
usual 
water. 


Those green eyes opened and stared straight through him. 
I'd 
prefer to discuss you,' she said. ‘You're not what you appear. ' 
‘I'm a newspaperman,' and instantly Kerr wondered why he 
had 
blurted out this truth. He'd been determined to keep his 
profession a 
secret, his motives from showing. 


The girl did not display antagonism. Indeed, her eyes 
momentarily 
regarded him with profound respect. Only fleetingly, though. 


‘You're not surprised?’ he said. 


‘Should | be?' She sighed, sipped her drink. 'l've known 
several 
newspapermen, some younger than you. ' 


‘You've known a lot of men. I'll bet there isn’t one 
profession you 
haven't... ' and he lapsed into embarrassed silence. He 
somehow felt 
it crude to refer to her sleeping partners as passing wham- 
bams. 


The girl let it ride, quietly enjoying his predicament. Then 
she 
asked, ‘Ils this music session anything to do with your job?' 
‘Sort of,' he admitted, glad to change the subject. 
‘We are being reticent... ' 


‘There!’ he exploded triumphantly, 'That proves you had 
good 
schooling. ' 


'Shit!' she smoked leisurely. But there was a hidden 
tenseness, a 
bristling awareness. 


‘Look... what's your name, anyway?’ 


‘Call me Vi - short for Violet because I'm so shrinking. ' 


‘Okay, Vi,' and he grinned through exhaled smoke, ‘I'll 
come clean. 
| spent so much time trying to become a reporter that, you 
know how it 
goes, | missed out on some things. My musical knowledge is 
about a 
quarter of what it should be. I've talked my editor into letting 
me do an 
-’ he almost said exposé but caught himself ' - an article on 
punk rock 
and all it stands for, and that's why I asked if you'd go along 
to a gig 
with me. Simple. No vices up my sleeve. ' 

‘I've been reading about the Sex Pistols and that Johnny 
Rotten,' she 
said. ‘I'm not getting mixed up in a razor bash. No way, 
man.’ 


‘It's Ray... Raymond Kerr....' 
‘No way, Ray!' she repeated. 
‘You're not a rocker?" 


She laughed, lowering her voice to whisper, 'No - I'ma 
cocker!’ 


‘Want another?' Kerr sensed disapproval from Fred and 
Tom. The 
fact that they stopped playing pontoon to cast eyes on the 
girl was 
something. Her whisper had carried. Tom's weather-beaten 
ex-Merchant Navy face wrinkled as memory returned at the 
sight of 
those near-naked breasts. Then he sighed and went back to 
his cards. 
So much for what had been fun! 


Vi moved her glass away from them both, got to her feet. 
She was 
taller than average, long chestnut hair hanging naturally 
down her back 
and resting on her shoulders. ‘Let's go down the King's 
Road,’ she said. 


‘Why not?' Kerr rose and they made a grandstand exit. 


An Aussie voice followed them out to the street, saying, 
‘Who the 
blazes is he kiddin'?' 


Chapter Two 


Although it was midweek, crowds still milled to and from 
Sloane 
Square Underground, paying little or no attention to the 
bodies 
sprawling across the entrance steps to the Royal Court 
Theatre. Even 
the pleasant-faced woman selling flowers outside the 
station seemed not 
to notice the assorted types or hear their sleazy and crude 
language. 


Some shoppers bent on invading Peter Jones' huge store 
heard, 
shuddered, and dared the traffic clogging the square to 
escape the 
four-letter assault on their tender, near innocent ears. 


Kids from as many countries as a map-maker could list in 
an entire 
evening didn’t give a damn. They were here for colour, an 
uninhibited 
parade to the King's Road gear shops. They had heard it all 
before, 
anyway - in a multitude of mother tongues. Maybe the 
Anglo-Saxon 
crudities sounded strange, but they were expected, and 
taken in stride. 


A round-faced market porter who insisted on being called 
Johnny 
Reb and confessed to an age of nineteen took the floor for 
his mates. 
He looked ridiculous with fuzzed-out sideboards and a chin- 


strap beard, 

a pseudo-Tony Curtis hair-do, fluorescent red socks, 
drainpipes and 

suede creepers. His loose jacket emblazoned with 
Confederate slogans 

showed, though, why he had picked the Old South moniker. 


‘We aren't doing no good sitting here,’ he announced. 
‘Punks are 
out there.' His finger pointed dramatically, John Wayne-ishly, 
down 
King's Road. 


‘It's too bleedin' hot to chase punks,’ a broad-shouldered, 
greasy-haired butcher said, picking his nose. 


‘Christ, listen to him!' Johnny Reb yelped. .’What did we 
come here 
for? Tell me, what for? To bash punks, didn't we?’ 


A pretty girl wearing a sweater with 'Gene Vincent' 
emblazoned 
across it placed a hand on her left breast. Her solemn 
expression got a 
few giggles. 'They're wicked. They’re into everything nasty . 
.. Her 
face broke apart in a loud laugh. ‘Let's find the cunts!' she 
whooped, 
shocking an old lady nearby. ‘Let's give 'em stick!’ 


Raymond Kerr and Vi emerged from the Underground just 
as the 
Teds surged away from the Royal Court. The girl caught his 
arm, 
exclaimed, ‘Trouble!’ 


Kerr could see the Teds’ collective fury, the meanness in 
their 
wedge-shaped charge through the crowds. He saw mothers 
and their 
frightened children scatter, men who could probably hold 


their own ina 

man against man stand up brawl back away. A traffic warden 
held up 

his hand to make the Teds wait at a crossing, scowled 
disapproval as 

they defied his order, and did nothing else while they 
banged on the 

sides of cars and a double-decker bus going round the 
comer into 

Lower Sloane Street. 


Looking at the houses, the square, Kerr wondered if they 
had ever 
witnessed such contempt for society, law and humanity in 
their long, 
sometimes glorious history. They had undoubtedly seen 
many 
goings-on. After all, Chelsea had a reputation to uphold. The 
ghosts of 
those who had acted ‘differently' down through generations 
haunted 
these streets, those residences. Plaques here and there said 
this or that 
famous artist, author, musician, politician lived within the 


borough... 
past tense. 

‘Now where?’ Vi asked. 

‘Right after them!’ 

‘No, thanks!’ The girl separated from him. ‘It's been fun and 
maybe 
the night would have been a giggle, but no, thanks. If you 
get your 


story and manage to keep your head on in one piece you'll 
find me in 
Tiffany's, off -' 


'I have been there,’ Kerr replied sarcastically. 'I have been 
around 
for a bloke!’ 


Vi waved nonchalantly, turned and melted into the passers 
by, 

Anger dogged Kerr's footsteps as he hurried in pursuit of 
the 
rampaging Teds. Screw the bitch! he thought. Who the hell 
did she 
think she was? Well, perhaps he would make it. to Tiffany's 
that night. 
Perhaps not. It all depended on... 


On what? The Teds? 


He slowed automatically when two panda cars tore by. 
They slewed 
to the kerb in front of the Teds, four, officers getting out 
sharpishly. 
Kerr knew what they were trying to prevent. Malcolm 
McLaren's punk 
shop was a mere few yards away, attracting the types the 
Teds were 
bent on bashing. 


Funnily enough, the Teds took their warning and quick frisk 
for 
weapons in good humour. They'd been through this scene 
before many 
times. 


Kerr was waiting when the gang came sauntering back 
towards 
Sloane Square. If they were chastised, they certainly didn't 
look it. 


‘Hey, man - what's the beef?' Kerr asked the leader. 
‘Who the fuck are you?' 
‘A reporter.’ 


‘Guys, we've made the newspaper!’ An energetic Ted 
gyrated, doing 
a series of jiving steps an older generation of rock 'n rollers 
had once 
made famous. 


Johnny Reb came forward, stuck his chin-strap beard at 
Kerr. 
‘What's bugging you then? . What's with following us?' 


The panda fuzz watched from a distance. Kerr felt 
CONSPICUOUS, 
surrounded. He needed to know why rock 'n rollers and 
punks could 
not co-exist. Yet, he desperately wished he had waited for a 
more 
propitious moment. He did not consider the sidewalks of the 
King's 
Road the right place to conduct an interview. 

‘You got to have something to ask?' Johnny Reb said.. 


'‘Okay,' Kerr tried to smile his way into their hearts., 'I want 
to go 
with you. ' 

‘Yeah! 


The 'Gene Vincent' sweatered girl with the yard length of 
four-letter 
tongue clapped her hands in simulated glee. 'Great! Terrific!’ 
she 
Chortled. 'We've got a fuckin' nursemaid!' She glared next at 
Johnny 
Reb. ‘Tell him to get lost!' 


‘No,' Kerr pleaded. ‘I'm only doing a job. Crissakes, what's 
So 
bloody wrong with letting me go wherever you go?' 


The broad-shouldered butcher shrugged expansively. ‘Ah, 
shit - he 


can’t do us any harm. ' 


‘Okay,' Johnny Reb agreed. He glanced down the street, 
scowled at 
the watching fuzz. 'Come on - we'll find punks in Soho!" 


Kerr was not prepared for the gang's travel arrangements. 
A bus 
came out of Lower Sloane Street, went round one side of the 
Square 
past Peter Jones and stopped for pedestrians on the crossing 
into Sloane 
Street. Like howling savages the Teds jumped onto the bus 
platform 
and stormed upstairs. 


Like the passengers on the upper-deck, Kerr felt fear tug at 
his 
turmoiling guts. He anticipated a problem when the 
conductor came to 
collect fares, but that coloured individual solidly believed 
that 
discretion was, indeed, the superior side of valour. He did 
not appear - 
at all. 


Johnny Reb told Kerr, 'We hate punk rockers. And the 
fuckin' 
music press that supports ‘em. Christ, you get a copy of any 
of those 
rags and they'll be saying every punk who gets bashed Is 
the victim of 
guys aged twenty-five or over. It's crap, man. The punks 
started it all 
by going after our boys. Now they're on the ass-end of a 
boot, they're 
screaming we're fascists and fuzz-lovers and Establishment 
lackeys.' 


Two of the Teds got the 'Gene Vincent' bird on her feet and 
to the 
hummed music of others started gyrating along the bus 
aisle, not 
bothered by the swaying, halting progress of the vehicle. 


‘We go for the real music, man,t Johnny Reb continued, 
wanting to 
spill his guts now that he found Kerr an avid listener. ‘Pure 
1950s rock 
'n roll. Punks are shit! What the hell, they can't call their 
crap, rock. 
Like, have you heard some of the rubbish they're putting 
out?’ 


Another of the gang bent over the stairwell, hollered, 'Hey - 
there's 
a bloke up here who hasn't paid his fare!’ 


That got a roar of approval and chants of 'There's a fuckin' 
cheat 


upstairs!" 

Johnny Reb urged the gang to 'Belt up!' and grinned 
lopsidedly at 
Kerr. The reporter gave a grin back. He was not going to 
spoil this 


interview for anything. 


‘There are a lot of "plastics" in the Teds now,' Johnny 
continued. 
‘You know the sort - Saturday and Sunday rockers. They 
wear ordinary 
gear all week long, but come a gig they tog up.' His voice 
suggested he 
did not feel much brotherhood for the 'plastics' and hangers- 
on of the 
movement. 'Real Teds have never died,' he said proudly. 
‘We're 
international... ' His eyes got weak, though, as he added, 


‘They don't 
call 'em Teds in the States. Pity!' 


Kerr had a question and asked, 'Why do you wear the 
Confederate 
gear?’ 


‘Gene Vincent, man,' he replied simply. 


The sweater girl grew weary and went to the stairs of the 
bus. 'We 
ain't finding punks here,' she yelled. 'Come on, I'll find you a 
few!’ She 
dived down the stairwell almost without touching a single 
stair with her 
feet. Like men suddenly released from solitary confinement 
to finda 
naked female beckoning with crooked finger, the gang 
hooked thumbs 
to noses in Kerr's direction and followed their sister. 


Kerr wiped sweat from his face. He was glad to be shot of 
the Teds. 
He had a genuine interview to quote from but his nerves 
were raw. It 
wasn't that he was a coward. He had taken enough knocks 
on the 
rugger field and fought his share of private battles, often 
against 
heavier and more ruthless individuals. But this senseless 
search for 
aggro did not appeal. All he hoped was that the punk rockers 
had a 
totally different attitude when he eventually made contact 
with them. 


Several passengers were glaring at him, and the coloured 
conductor 
appeared. Kerr asked for the maximum fare, got his change 


and 
without waiting for the ticket took off. 


We hate punks... 


Johnny Reb's words kept ringing in his ears as he walked 
down 
Regent Street towards Piccadilly Circus. He knew a private 
members 
club where he could get tanked. And if he was still on his 
feet by eight 
o'clock, there was always Tiffany's - and delectable Vi. 


Chapter Three 


Brains did not, as a rule, dominate the music scene. The 
promoters, 
producers, A&R men, equipment manufacturers had brains 
and made 
fortunes without doing the hard chores. But the out-front 
guys and 
chicks who slogged through endless gigs and recording 
sessions seldom 
knew a calculator from calculus, procrastination from 
procreation. For 
this majority, the music always came first, before school 
ended and 
making bread for a daily existence assumed major 
proportions. 


Danny Boy was an exception to this generalised rule. He 
had 
brains, and some to spare. He had been reading music and 
tinkering 
with compositions since his seventh birthday. He could 
whip off a lyric 
as fast as eating a T-bone steak. Or he could finish a 
Telegraph 
crossword ahead of a bowler-hatted Whitehallite. 


There were those in the business who called him Danny 
the Freak. 
They were the ones responsible for drawing up contracts. 
It was not 
every day they came across a genius who could point a 
finger to a 
specific clause and say Take that out or else. ..' 


Danny Boy had another name. The name he had been 
born with, 
but had rejected when he decided to enter showbiz. That 
step still 
loomed large in his nightmares. The choice between 
university or 
making enough money to guarantee success in anything 
he chose to do 
after his brand of music faded into popular oblivion had 
not been taken 
lightly. The loot, though, won out. 


Critics went to great lengths to get behind Danny Boy's 
music. 
They offered comparisons and tried to brand him and yet 
he was still an 
enigma. Unique in the trade - a punk rocker with a flair for 
the. 
old-style Teddy-boy material. Not that he mixed them in a 
performance. Not Danny Boy. He had the brains to realise 
that a 
group could not exist in those two worlds. So he was 
Danny Boy for 
punk, and with another pseudonym, the unseen sound 
coming from a 
heap of vinyl 'musts' for the 1950 addicts. 


It was as Danny Boy that he reached the national 
newspapers. For 
once, those who knew about Danny Boy held their 
collective tongues. 
No-one frequenting the media's favourite pubs had the 
slightest inkling 
that this 'Slob punker' was smarter than the average 
reporter. 


VICTORIA STATION IS NOT AMUSED was one headline 
writer's pick of the comments. 


PUNK GOES OFF THE RAILS said another Fleet Street wit. 


LONDON GIVES DANNY BOY THE 'DERRIERE' failed by a 
mile to catch on with the taxi drivers. 


All the reports beneath the headlines read essentially the 
same. 
How punk had accomplished the impossible and taken the 
Brighton 
train out on time - without the driver. Danny Boy, the 
scribes claimed, 
was being charged with stealing a British Rail train. 


What Fleet Street did not know was that Danny Boy had 
created the 
publicity lark himself and engineered the train snatch with 
the 
connivance of a guard, driver and fireman for an 
undisclosed payment. 


British Rail, definitely not amused, did not have anything 
concrete 
to hang around Danny Boy's neck. The train had moved - a 
mere thirty 
or so yards. But not without an NUR card-holding fireman on 
the 
footplate. And Danny Boy, in person, was being shown how 
an engine 
worked. 


Naturally, driver and fireman were suspended pending a 
full 
investigation of the affair. And the guard had the hint of 
discipline to 
be dished out. 


Of course, Fleet Street moved too fast, Faster than the 
Brighton 
train. But then, wasn't that publicity? 


And it helped having the band playing their frenetic music 
when the 
train was actually in motion. Playing a number, not 


surprisingly, 
entitled: Brighton Puffcake. 


'The pigs don't care what he does, 


Icos he’s only after-deprived meat. . .' 


Raymond Kerr met Danny Boy accidentally. At first, he 
viewed the 
teenager through eyes which were refusing to see things in 
focus. He 
got the distinct impression that the object of his squinting, 
head-inclining gymnastics, was a Child waiting for a parent. 
Then, as 
he drew closer, he realised that this slight, uncombed, 
carelessly 
dressed youngster was, in fact, quaffing amber liquid like it 
had been 
de-alcoholised. 


Kerr slumped into a soft leather chair at the stranger's 
table and 
sighed. ‘Ain't you a bit young for that stuff?' 


‘Get stuffed mate!' Danny Boy retorted. 
‘Now look here...’ 


‘No - you look here,' snapped the punk star. He flung a 
wallet on 
the table-top, slid a membership card into view. 


‘There - I've every right!" 


Kerr saw the familiar card but not what was written on it. 
He was 
having a helluva time co-ordinating. 


‘They're letting in kids now,' he moaned. 
‘Shit on you! 
‘Language... language. ..' 


If you don't like the words, you can fuck off!" 


Kerr frowned. The men in this particular club had always 
been a 
trifle careless with their expletives, but that didn't seem to 
matter when 
all the members were recognisable as fully-fledged adults. 
This, 
though, was just not kosher. He was reminded of the Teds.. 
. He 
stared at the teenager, striving to put the dancing features 
into one clear 
set of eyes, nose, ears, mouth and chin. He managed to 
form a picture - 
youthful skin unblemished by pimples, piercing brown eyes, 
thickish 
ears, thin mouth, pointed chin, narrow nose. Brown hair that 
looked 
like a comb had never graced its unparted thickness. 


‘Okay, so you'll Know me a second time,' Danny Boy 
growled, his 
voice adolescent-thin. 'Now bugger off, like | said.' 


Kerr collected his glass and went to the bar. Friendly Joe 
was there, 
ever ready to pour another Scotch. 'Is that kid really 
allowed in the 
club?' Kerr asked, no sign of his starboard list showing in his 
voice. 


Joe knew that Kerr had tanked too much, too quick. The 
reporter's 
Capacity for booze whilst keeping his voice sounding sober 
had been 
duly recorded in his barman's mind after the other's third 
visit. 'I think 
he's a very special member, sir,’ Joe remarked in a soft 
tone. 'One of 
those rock, stars... and he's loaded! 


That explains a lot,' Kerr agreed, knowing how the 
management 
had always been drawn to fat wallets when other 
credentials were found 
lacking. 


‘It explains everything, sir.' 


Kerr felt his haze weave and retreat a little. His mind 
clicked into 
top gear. 'Let's have a tomato juice, lots of Worcestershire 
Sauce, 
pepper galore,' he told Joe. 


‘Sobering up, sir?' 


‘Yeah ...' Rock star, indeed. He swung on his barstool, 
concentrated on the teenager. How old? - maybe seventeen 
at the most. 


Joe set the juiced concoction before Kerr. 'That all, sir?' 


‘Bring a double Scotch and whatever he's drinking.' Kerr 
swallowed the tomato juice mix thoughtfully. It helped 
combat the 
number of wee drams he'd consumed and would continue 
to drink. 

Essentially, keeping his mind super-active would work the 
wonders. 

He could hold a lot, a throwback to rugger days and sing- 
along nights. 


Joe smiled, walked away leaving the two drinks in front of 
Kerr. 
Careful not to spill a single drop, the reporter approached 
Danny Boy's 
table again. Some eyes followed his steady progress. The 
club had that 
well-loved look. of comfortable wealth, the members 
expensively 
dressed and belonging to those professions able to charge 
high fees for 


a minimum consultation. No worry about pay codes here. 
Kerr had 
been fortunate getting in and he was glad that he had 
never appeared 
before his peers in the kind of gear he wore today when 
applying for 
drinking rights. 

Danny Boy glared up at the journalist. 'Man, you don't hear 
too 
well, do you?' he asked. 


‘An apology- and a drink,' Kerr explained. 
‘Apology? Why?' Suspicions edged Danny Boy's voice. 


Kerr sat down, pushed the teenager's drink across the 
table-top. 'I 
won't beat about the bush. I'm a reporter. I've undertaken to 
write 
about punk rock. You're one of those?’ 


Danny Boy smiled suddenly. Publicity! Cheers! He lifted his 
fresh 
drink, silently toasted his new companion. He never enjoyed 
putting on 
the brash act of the punk star. It was expected, just like the 
oaths and 
appearance. In reality, he loathed his image. He would much 
rather 
have preferred to wear a suit and tie, have his hair combed 
and parted, 
drink less and deal in shares. He had this bent for picking 
the right 
moment to buy, the profit-making time to sell. 


‘What I want to do Is spend a day in your company,’ Kerr 
began. 


‘Not very original, is it?' 


Kerr felt like somebody had clubbed him with an axehandle. 
In just 
a fraction of time the kid gave the crude angle the bum's 
rush. The 
break in the image had a shattering impact. 'l'm not too up 
on punk - 
what's your name?’ 

‘Danny Boy...1 

That rang a bell. 'Victoria Station!’ 

‘The same. ' 

‘Have the fuzz... ?' 

‘The truth is - no. No charges.’ 

‘And without one "fuck" or "shit",' Kerr sighed. 

‘We're wheeling and dealing,’ Danny Boy said evenly. 


‘That calls 
for straight talking.’ 


‘And you turn it on or off just like that?' Kerr snapped his 
finger. 

‘I'm a bit different. ' 

TIl say you are ...' Kerr sank his large Scotch. 


‘My round,' Danny Boy allowed, gesturing for Joe to fetch 
fresh 
supplies. 'I could get to like the taste of this,' he tapped his 
glass. ‘But 
| refuse to have an addiction of any form.’ 


‘No cigarettes or dope?! 
‘For kicks onlly.' 


‘Then why come here outside pub hours and sit alone 
drinking ?' 

‘A legitimate question - I'm bored. This is the only booze 
club 
where I'm left alone, where | can buy hard stuff. They expect 


me to 
stink of booze, so | give them exactly what they want." 


'They?' Kerr asked perplexed. 

The fans." 

‘You could gargle with Scotch or beer." 

Danny Boy laughed. 'I could, but they'd catch on. They're 
not all 
fuckin’ idiots. ' 

‘Do you have to swear?' 

‘Once you get hooked ...' 

Joe arrived winked to Kerr and waited for his money. 'Keep 
the 
change.’ Joe looked well pleased by the size of the tip and 
made a 
quick exit. 'He's a bloodsucker,' Danny Boy explained. 'He 
knows I've 
got to kick back or else he telephones the fuzz.' 

‘He wouldn't. ' 

‘No? You're not very astute.’ 

‘You're exceedingly complex,' Kerr countered. 

‘1am a child of my environment,' the punker laughed. ‘All 
my 
people are devious. ' 

‘Not half as much as you, kid ...' 

‘Don't call me kid!' Danny Boy was riled. 'I make an 


average sixty 
thou per. What do you earn?’ 


‘Point taken,' Kerr agreed. Then, the figure sank in. ‘Sixty 
grand! 
Bloody hell, who said that punk is the bottom of the music 
bread 
stakes! 


‘The ones who want to make more and more,' Danny Boy 
sald. ‘It's 
the gimmick for punk: Kids are sick of hearing about how the 
big, old 
stars live it up and have flash cars and servants and the like. 
Punk 
fanzines go along with the promoters plugging how this or 
that band 
can't get dates, how they don't have big royalties from their 
records. 
How they travel by tube or bus from where their parents 
live. How 
they're unprotected walking the streets, and can be bashed 
by bloody 
Teds because they're still not lashing out lolly for cars and 
things.’ 


‘You sound pissed-off with the scene,? Kerr said acidly. 


Far from it,’ Danny Boy grinned. 'I can stick the heat for 
those fat 
cheques every half-year. ' 


‘And you tag along on the "I'm broke" line, too?' 
'I don't make a habit of screaming poverty. ' 

‘But you don't yell "I'm fucking rich", either?' 
‘You must be joking!’ 


‘So what Is a day in the life of Danny Boy really like?' Kerr 
asked, 
his latest drink going to his head again. 


‘Look, man - make it Monday at my hotel.’ 
‘Hotel?' 

‘A Bayswater flea-bag!' 

TIl bet!" 


Danny Boy grinned outrageously. ‘It's a flea-bag from the 
outside. 


My bit of it is clean and respectable. ' 
'I live in Bayswater, too,' Kerr said. 


‘Hi, neighbour!' Danny Boy slugged his drink, pushed the 
empty 
glass almost over the table's edge. He scribbled an address 
on the back 
of a grubby envelope he took from his jacket pocket. 'There 
-1 get up at 
six-thirty. Suit yourself when you arrive. ' 


After the star departed, Kerr examined the envelope. It had 
been 
addressed to James Kilbride, The Old Malt House, Twikley, 
Worcs. 
The cancellation Pitney-Bowes said it came from a music 
publisher in 
Denmark Street. 


Kerr wondered if Danny Boy was James Kilbride, and 
decided to 
check it out before his Monday meeting. 


Chapter Four 


Steve Pepper did more to unleash raw passions in teenage 
breasts 
than any other fanzine journalist, and he was still a few days 
short of 
his nineteenth birthday. He had precious few qualifications 
for 
undertaking such a heavy task. He could, on occasion, call 
upon a 
moderate education to make words flow, but he seldom 
bothered. It 
was enough, in his self-inflated opinion, to talk down and use 
gutter 
expressions alongside the stereotyped musical jargon. 


An example of his 'work' often used in quotes by qualified 
MUSIC 
critics when a discussion of where the magazine Spins was 
going, or 
even had come from, went like... 


Yeah, it’s predictable n' all that, but I'm pissed off hearing 
how 
Fleet Street's got another rocket up its anal passage... 


Steve Pepper made out okay. Steve Pepper ruled in Spins, 
and at 
his bank manager's cupboard. His plugs for singles usually 
took off in 
the chart ratings, and this was quickly translated into 
another little 
entry in the black when the back-hander landed on his desk. 


Coming from a working class background gave Steve an 
insight 
into how the kids far from his now beloved Big Smoke 
reacted to 
incitement by a 'wise man' at the centre of the music 
whirlpool. He 
understood the drag of having nothing to do on a Saturday 
night. He 
knew that transportation in areas of low population never 
catered for 
kids wanting to attend a gig in, say, Leeds or Oldham or 
Bristol or 
Plymouth. These same districts were hot-beds of 
unemployment and 
Class discontent. The battle between the haves and have- 
nots had never 
been more pronounced than now, and according to Steve's 
reckoning 
this was a manifestation of youth's rebellion. 


Kids wanted the money to do what they liked. To buy gear, 
to geta 
chopper, to be able to afford booze and treat a bird right. 
But they 
needed bread for records, gigs and travel. 


Steve played it cool. He made no bones about where he 
stood. He 
was totally committed against the Establishment, police, 
laws stopping 
kids having a drink or smoking pot, those who disagreed 
with what he 
personally considered a ‘cause’. Before he got the job with 
Spins he had 
been a fringe case. A rent-a-mouth hanger-on for the 
professional 
demo lot. He'd kicked his share of pigs in the balls, put up 
the 


barricades at squats and sit-ins ... all perfectly acceptable 
with his 
forged union card. Student's union, that is. 

Then, the big break came. Stoned to the gills, unable to 
comprehend what was what, he had been hired by a suave 
operator 
scouting East End locals for stand-up talent That night, 
sobered by 
seventeen cups of coffee, he had given the performance of 
his life 
making it star-size for a blue movie production. The producer 
liked 
what he saw of Steve's artistic ad libbing and invited him to 
his house 
for a drink - and talk. It went like... 


‘Have you always been interested in birds, Steve-boy?' 


‘What else?' Steve replied, not quite sure what this guy was 
on 
about. 


‘Well,’ the producer laughed, ‘there are others. ' 
‘Yeah?’ 


The producer refilled Steve's glass. The liquid came from a 
dusty 
bottle belonging to his private stocks kept in a basement 
beneath the 
secluded Surrey mansion. He knew he could have primed 
Steve with 
cheap plonk or run-of-the-mill Scotch, but he had this quirk 
about 
using the best on his new ‘friends. 


‘Have you ever seen a blue movie?’ 


Steve shook his head. The booze tasted better and better 
as he 
soaked in it and the room's subtle atmosphere. Man, how 


he'd love a 

place like this. Dim lights controlled by a switch near the 
door, plush 

leather chairs, leather-bound books on neat shelves, a 
roaring fire, 

music filtering from somewhere out of sight. And the cigars, 
cigarettes 

and more booze than he'd seen on back-bar optics. 


'I have a collection,' the producer said quietly, suddenly 
jabbing a 
button on the arm of his chair. 

Steve marvelled at the speed with which a projector rose 
from what 
had looked like an ordinary side table. A screen descended, 
and the 
lights slowly faded away to leave the room basking in 
firelight alone. 


‘Here's one of my favourites,’ the producer said and jabbed 
another 
button. The projector whirred, light flicking from its lens. 


Steve felt sick. He had never considered homosexuality as 
a means 
to any end, and what was taking place on the silver screen 
made his 
guts roil. 


‘It gets more adventurous in a minute,’ the producer 
babbled 
excitedly, eyes glued to the performing quartet. 


‘Shit!’ Steve exploded, head clearing. 


'I beg your pardon?’ The producer sounded genuinely 
offended. 


‘I'm going,' Steve announced. 


The lights snapped into full brilliance and the projector 
started its 


travels down into the table, the screen neatly folding back 
into the 

ceiling. 'I would rather you stayed,' the producer said 
righteously. 


‘For that?' Steve's thumb jerked at the vanished screen, 
‘Well... ' The producer smiled disarmingly. 'I had hoped 


you 
would accept a small gratuity .. .' 


‘Stick your tio!' Steve growled, staggering across a Persian 
carpet to 
the door. 


‘1 see!' The producer frowned. ‘Isn't there some way we can 
come 
to an agreement?’ 


Steve twigged the man's concern. 'Yeah, I'm short of bread 
anda 
Job." 

‘Ah! Blackmail?" 

‘Yeah, you bastard!' 

‘And once I've paid?' The producer was really worried. 

T'll think about that.’ 

' own a magazine... a newspaper, really ...' 

‘Do | sound like the type to work on a bloody ‘paper?' Steve 
asked 
sarcastically. 

‘It's a music ‘paper. You know, about music. ' 

Steve hesitated. He needed bread but... ‘I'll take fifty quid 


now 
and think about this ‘paper,’ he said. 


A week later, Steve wrote his first half-column for Spins. He 
had a 
giggle when the editor calmly tore the piece in two and 


dropped the 

effort in a wastebasket. He went to a telephone, called his 
producer-publisher ‘friend' and explained: 'Either I get to 
write what | 

want, Or...’ 


His next full column went into print exactly the way he 
typed it with 
one finger. 


Since then, Steve Pepper had become the darling of the 
punks and 
the bone of every 'decent' rock 'n roller. There were many 
who gave 
deep thought to the advisability of bringing a prosecution 
against him 
for incitement to violence and other assorted crimes on the 
statute 
books. One M.P. had brought his name into a Parliamentary 
debate, 
but without success. Certain high-ranking police officers had 
quietly 
sought the guidance of the Home Secretary only to be told 
to play it 
cool. Steve had influence now. And there were many left- 
wingers who 
secretly went to bed chortling over his column. He was 
definitely doing 
them a great service. 


Spins had changed, too. Steve's mates from his demo days 
had 
pretensions to journalistic fame and he got them on the pay- 
sheet one 
by one. The editor had gone, been replaced, by a tame dog 
who knew 
the ins and outs of publishing, distribution, make-up and 
advertising. 
But content was strictly Steve's pet and he saw to it that his 


team 
followed his anti-this, anti-that line. 


The producer did not complain. Spins made more money 
under 
Steve's subversive guidance than ever, which was what 
risking capital 
was all about anyway. 


When Raymond Kerr entered the Spins office he felt this 
was a 
world apart from all other forms of journalism. He saw guys 
younger 
than himself picking at battered typewriter keys, fags galore 
littering 
overflowing ashtrays, garbage on the unswept floors, a 
stereo blasting 
raucous punk out of open windows into the tatty W3 street. 
He heard 
dockland language roaring above the noise, and the jangle 
of phones 
going unanswered. 


Steve Pepper resided in a glass-enclosed space the size of 
a 
bathroom, and the punk sounds were muted here. A stack of 
handouts 
from the various record companies filled one side of a small 
desk. 


Steve waved a hand as if to tell his visitor he could perch a 
buttock 
on the handouts or stand. Kerr stood, smoking, and studied 
the 
smallish, well-built hard nut staring back at him. 


‘Make it fuckin' fast, mate,’ Pepper said. ‘I've got a column 
to write. ' 


Kerr took a clipping from his pocket and dropped it before 
Pepper. 


It was from an issue of Spins dated four weeks previously. 
Two letters 
on the correspondence section had been ringed in black felt- 
tip. 

'Yeah?' Pepper asked suspiciously. 

‘Are they legit?' Kerr asked. 

‘Bloody right! All our stuff is legit.' 

‘And you have the originals on file?' 


‘Shit we have!’ Pepper gestured at the outside office. 
‘Where'd we 
file the fuckin' crap?’ 


‘I've a feeling you made, these up,' Kerr said, easy now 
with this 
uncouth person. 


‘Prove it, mate! 


Turning the clipping so that he could read it, too, Kerr 
quoted: 'I 
am a punk and I get my rocks off with chicks who know what 
it's really 
all about. We're all into punk rock, cos it's the only thing 
that's real. 
We want Spins to do something for us all - get the pigs off 
our backs. 
We're ready to join forces with other punk rockers to make 
those City 
Hall cunts let us have gigs when we want. So get off your 
piss-pot and 
Join us. Shout it loud. Shout it clear. Punk rockers want 
action! 
Peed-off, Bristol.' 


'So?' Pepper asked, mouth twisted. 
‘So it's your style, ' 
‘Yeah? So the kids like me!’ 


‘Can't you print a letter that doesn't contain a four letter 
word?" 


‘We print 'em the way they come in, and the kids swear. . 


‘Encouragement is your virtue, eh?' 
‘Man, steam off!! Pepper picked up his telephones. 
‘This other one,' Kerr continued doggedly. 


Pepper screwed the clipping into a ball, tossed it at the 
wall. ‘There 


-dealt with!' 


‘| hear you're doing a centre-page spread featuring naked 
girls under 
sixteen. ' 


Pepper dropped the telephone like it had become a hot 
poker. 'You 
heard ... where?' His eyes narrowed in hate. 


‘With pins sticking out of their skin!' Kerr continued. 


‘Fuck off, man!' Pepper flung himself at the office glass 
door, 
swung it open. Sound blasted at them. 'Out!' 


Raymond Kerr grinned, walked back across the garbage 
heap of an 
office and left the building. He was glad he had taken the 
trouble to 
visit Soins and meet the infamous Steve Pepper. It gave him 
an insight 
into what made Spins spin and what got the kids going when 
they read 
the trash this fanzine printed. It had a lot to do with Pepper's 
own 
personality, his character defects. The guy was warped, 
blinded by the 
sudden power he was able to command. 


Walking to the tube station nearest to Spins, Kerr thought 
about his 
article. The exposé - and it was looking much more an 
exposé now 
than a straightforward report. He had a gut blitz going. His 
popularity 
rating would nose-dive with the kids once he by-lined the 
effort, and in 
a way he worried over this. There was nothing worse than 
the fear of a 
razor attack, and what he had seen of the rock scene made 
him 
convinced that a hint from the likes of Steve Pepper would 
provoke one. 


What the hell! he thought brashly. A car could go out of 
control 
and mow him down on the street. Or he could lean too far 
out of a 
window and plummet to his death. Life was full of simple 
accidents. 
And the unexpected, unanticipated often took precedence 
over the 
feared. 


Chapter Five 


Vi climbed from his bed laughing and staggered across to 
the 
pathetic little bathroom. 'So you choked Linda Lovelace?' 
she called 
back over her naked shoulder. 


Raymond Kerr smiled contentedly, lit a cigarette. 'I really 
think | 
love you,' he shouted after her. 'Come back and lie down 
again. ' 

The loo flushed, water ran into the basin. Her chestnut hair 
flounced round the door, green eyes quizzical. 'You'renot... 
? Hell's 
bloody bells, you are!' She came and stood in the doorway, 
hands on 
hips. She looked flushed, beautiful, the bloom of sex 
satisfactorily 
performed glowing on her flesh. Her dark-tipped nipples 
danced and 
she laughed again, ‘You're impossible, Ray Kerr.' 

‘1am not - and neither are you.' 

‘I'm taking a bath. You can . . .' She winked. 

‘Scrub your back,' he suggested. 

‘What some guys do for kicks!" 

‘Or share the soap suds?’ 

‘ls there room?' 

‘Better when it's crowded, * Kerr hinted. 


‘Do you have other kinks | haven't discovered?’ 


If you stand showing it like that I'll dream up a few.' His 
eyes fixed 
pointedly on her pubic hair. 


‘That's natural,' she said lightly. 
‘Isn't it all?' 


'I suppose it is.' She turned and shifted her pert buttocks 
with 
excitement. 'All,' she repeated, and vanished. The noise of 
water 
cascading into the tub effectively stopped further 
conversation between 
them. 


Kerr got leisurely off the bed, and stretched. A bedside 
clock 
showed the time - 4.37 a.m. A copy of Spins on a chair, 
opened at the 
page advertising where bands were playing, caught his 
attention. He 
checked the venues. Wham-Bam, Muff-It and Nessophobia 
were 
scheduled for North London. Gutz, Hole In One and Danny 
Boy had a 
gig in St Albans and another in Croydon the following night. 
He stared 
at a pic of Billy Whiplash, shuddered. So much for the Gutz's 
singer. 
And yet Hole In One fascinated him. More so than Danny 
Boy's outfit 
carrying his phoney name. 


Going into the bathroom, Kerr just had to swipe at Vi's taut 
bottom 
as she hopped into the tub. 'l've been thinking about this 
punk scene,’ 
he said. 


‘ls that what it does to you?' she countered, sinking into 
the Radox 
bath. ‘I've heard those kids get up to all kinds of best stuff.' 


Kerr nodded agreement, sat on the loo where he could face 
her. 'It 
appears they get plastered and experiment. Hell, you've got 
to be 
mind-blown to stick pins into yourself!’ 


Vi splashed water over his nude body, pulled a face. ‘If you 
don't 
stop mentioning that diabolical trick, I'll get dressed and go 
home. It 
makes me sick thinking about. Yuck! Horrible!’ 


Kerr dipped a hand into the foamy water, seized her leg 
and hoisted 
it into the air. He would never have done this in a larger 
bath, but in 
his little tub Vi only banged her head on the yielding board 
partition 
between bathroom and what went for living-sleeping 
quarters. She 
yelped, though. 


‘You've got pretty feet,' he said. 
‘Did you do that just to look at my feet?’ 


‘No!’ His hand slid down her smooth leg. Down. Into the 
water, 
palming the firm flesh. Moving to cup her elsewhere. 


‘Ah!' she said happily, offering pleasures. 
He toyed with her, taking pleasures. 
‘Can you get in with me?' she asked, eyes alight. 


He released her, stepped into the tub, her legs on either 
side of his. 
He sank down, feet going under her buttocks. Lifting them. 
Letting 


them skim across his knees, thighs, coming to rest against 
his stomach 

eventually. They were both supporting themselves on elbows 
and 

forearms along the bath's curving rims. 


‘Can you... ?' she began to ask. Gasped when he did. 
Jerked 
forward to meet his demanding upward thrust, grinding 
down. Her 
neck arched, head flung backwards with chestnut hair 
trailing in the 
slopping water. 'Yes... you've got what it takes! 
Showaddywaddy! he thought. Then, all there was worth 
concentrating on were the thrills which gathered pace, 
steam, and 
urgency... 


You go it alone, Ray,' she said, adding the finishing touches 
to her 
make-up. 'l'm whacked. Bushed. Spent. ' 


‘Hell, you can sleep till the afternoon,! he said. 


‘Believe it or not, but I haven't been so well used, and 
abused, for 
years. No, Ray - tonight is not on.' 


He grinned. 'I could find one of those rocker chicks... 


‘A pretty little thing about fifteen, or is that too old for your 
bent?’ 
she asked. 


He scowled. 'Don't kid about kids. ' 


‘I'm not.' Her face grew serious, green eyes flat again. ‘I 
was one 
once myself and | don't care to remember what happened. ' 


Kerr did not feel inclined to pursue her early sex-capades. 
Enough 
that she was the most accomplished, experienced woman 
he had ever 
bedded. Lovely-Legs Wanda included. The difference 
between them 
was Wanda's staying power. And he suspected a little 
nymphomania 
there. That ‘gotta have it but can't manage the finale' 
iliness. 


‘You don't mind?' Vi asked, on her feet and by the door. 
'I bloody do, but -' He shrugged. 'Do | see you again soon?’ 
‘You have my telephone number. Call - I'll say yes or no.' 


‘Deal!' He went to her, picked up her hand and kissed the 
back of it. 
‘l won't destroy the lips.' 


'Hell!' she said and kissed him passionately, tongue deep. 
She 
gyrated against his body, panted a bit and broke away. 'God, 
you do 
something for me!' And then she left. 


lIl be damned! 


Turbulent thoughts raced through his head as he brought 
back the 
nights highlights in instant recall. He knew no more about 
her than 
before they'd stripped off and got to it. Well nothing like 
surname, 
where born and what she actually did for a living. He was 
outona 
limb of doubts. The major dilemma sawing like blazes 
through the 
branch - had he fallen for one woman? 


‘Shit - no!' he yelled at his shaving mirror.- 'No thousand 
times 
bloody no!’ 


Chapter Six 


A notification on the desk of music colleague Perry 
Wilkinson 
offered a golden opportunity for Raymond Ken\ Zooid 
Records 
requested Perry's company at a specially called publicity 
exercise. 


From the moment he entered the swish offices of Zooid, 
Kerr knew 
he was going to be the target for Steve Pepper's sarcasm. 
The 
hot-headed youth scowled and fixed Kerr with a menacing 
glare. 


A quick glance round the spacious entrance lobby showed 
Kerr that 
the majority of those present were music journalists, Pepper 
prominent. 
Des Marsh, the newly appointed press, officer for the 
recently formed 
Zooid, welcomed each arrival. He stared at Kerr, asked, 
‘What sheet 
are you with?' Kerr showed his press card, explained, 'I'm an 
interested 
party.’ 

Marsh grunted. 'Oh! The attacks. ' 


Over in a comer, looking somewhat chastened and under 
strict 
instructions to let the hired help do the talking, sat Chris 
Eldean and 
Eric Sibbles of the Hole In One band. Each had a plaster on 


his face, 
Chris, an additional bandage round his exposed left arm. 


‘Okay, the show's on the road,' Marsh said, and as if pulled 
forward 
by puppet strings, three gorgeous hunks of teenage 
toplessness came out 
with drinks trays. Nobody spoke until the girls retreated from 
sight and 
then, coming from Pepper naturally, ‘Knockouts, Des!’ 


Some laughed, knowing he really meant knockers out. 


‘Right,' Marsh said, ‘I've called this meeting to explain 
things. And 
to ask for your co-operation in tracking down the thugs 
responsible for 
doing what they did to Chris and Eric here.' 


‘How old were they?' Pepper asked immediately. 
‘We guess twenty-five. Maybe older. ' 

'Teds?' Kerr asked. 

Pepper glared. 'That's in lousy taste. ' 

'Why?' Kerr wanted to know. 


Des Marsh shot a worried glance beyond the ring of 
journalists. 
Kerr noted this and turned quickly to see a familiar face 
ducking back 
from sight into an ante-room. Ah-ha, he thought in 
amusement, Zooid 
is his, too! 


Kerr's question still went unanswered. Kerr asked a new 
one. 
‘Does anybody know what Zooid means according to the 
dictionary?’ 

Pepper frowned and started to speak. ‘Er...’ He lapsed 
into 


enforced silence. 


Marsh smiled. 'Why, yes - ' and the smile vanished as he 
got the 
reason behind the query. 


‘Member of a colony of animals which are joined together!" 
Kerr 
defined. ‘Apt under the circumstances, eh?' A few legit 
Journalists 
scribbled fast. 


Pepper let it go. He was the one to toss barbs. 


‘Do we get to meet the zoo-keeper today?' Kerr asked 
innocently. 


Marsh grunted, raced fingers through his prematurely 
greying hair. 
He was youngish, mid-thirties. His face had a ruggedness 
that appealed 
to women; his eyes were bold and honest, which made men 
like him. 
He wore neat, somewhat loud clothes. Trendy without going 
overboard. 


Pepper saved Marsh. ‘Let's admit that Hole In One can 
sometimes 
outrage the public, but that's no excuse for this fu... futile 
attack on 
these kids!' 


Kerr had the impression that Mr Steve Pepper had been 
well and 
truly primed. Had had words fed into his uncouth mouth. 
Even so, 
he'd almost come a cropper. Fu... Futile! A change of pace 
in the 
bowling! 


Marsh tapped his empty glass and the topless trio 
reappeared. He 


spoke over the subdued comments directed at each by 
acknowledged 

tit-men. There is no easily identifiable group out to get us,! 
he said. 


Kerr noted a mark on the left breast of the girl serving him. 
Teeth, 
he figured. Covered in part by pancake makeup. She leaned 
forward, 
her nipple brushing the level of a drink. ‘I'll have that one, 
then,' Ken- 
smiled ‘easily. 

‘Lucky you!' she quipped, and as she circled the glass in his 
hand, 
she deliberately pushed her breast lower to really dip the 
nipple in the 
liquid. 'Cheers, big-boy,' she said. 

Fu... futile! Kerr thought, dismissing both girl and 
incident. 


‘You've seen the boys,' Marsh was saying now. ‘You'll 
excuse them 
-we're a pretty going concern at Zooid.' 


Kerr asked, 'How bad are the injuries?’ 


Marsh inhaled in exasperation. ‘Nobody else is giving me a 
hard 
time,' he said. 


‘Nobody else gives a damn!' 
'The fuck we don't!' Pepper erupted. 
‘Language, Steve,’ Marsh warned. 


‘If you're so worried, why not a medical report? Why not 
take the 
plasters off and let us examine the wounds?’ Kerr waited for 
his 
questions to sink in. He recognised two other regular 


Journalists - one 
from the Mirror and his companion attached to the Sun. 


‘Give us the facts, Marsh,' the Sun reporter said. ‘Is this 
straight 
publicity or a genuine attack?’ 


‘You've got my word,' Marsh hurriedly said. 'We've 
witnesses to 
both assaults. Mind you, we're not making an issue of either. 
Hell, 
man - it happens, to the best of families. ' 


‘This is a serious development,' Kerr reminded him. 'These 
razor 
yobs should be put away. ' 


Chris Eldean forgot his instructions and stood up, shaking 
an angry 
fist at Kerr. 'You sonofabitch! Fuck off.7 


The accent struck Kerr forcibly. 'American?' he asked. 


Marsh coughed and came over to Kerr, placing a hand on 
the 
reporter's shoulder. 'He lived in the States a while.’ 


‘He's not lived here that long,’ Kerr said. 


He knew now that something stank in Zooid's animal pens, 
and 
wished he had more inside track on the who's who of 
showbiz New 
Wave. 


‘We're going to view a video of a recording session,’ Marsh 
announced. ‘Drinks will come at regular intervals, gentlemen 


Kerr did not wait. He knew precisely where to get the 
lowdown on 
every man, woman and child star in entertainment. Charing 
Cross 
Road, and an evil old bastard called Tim Gallacher... 


Tim had played every major theatre in the United Kingdom 
and, 
since the decline of music-hall and his own stand-up 
popularity, had 
actively gathered dossiers on everybody with an Equity card. 
He made 
out okay supplying information to agents, bookers for charity 
shows 
and the likes of young Raymond Kerr. 


‘Hole In One, eh,' he mumbled into his favourite ale. 'A bit 
ofa 
punk outfit, if you get my meaning, sonny.' 


‘Chris Eldean is the band's guitarist. He's class but... ' 
Kerr 
slipped a fiver across the bar, watched it whip from sight 
under Tim's 
educated, if grubby, mitt. 


I'll have to consult my oracle,' Tim said, winking. His tired 
old 
face wrinkled into a million lines, all with their own story to 
tell. 


‘Don't tell him I'm loaded, ‘cos | ain't,' Kerr laughed and 
settled 
back to some serious drinking. He knew Tim's routine. The 
old boy 
would slip across the road, have a few jars there, make a 
quick visit to 
his basement pad in Brewer Street, nip back to a third 'local' 
and finally 
make a grand entrance with data written out in spidery 
longhand. 


One hour and ten minutes later, Tim laid the paper in Kerr's 
hand, 
exchanging its information for the second fiver. 'l'd buy a 


round,’ the 
old comic said, 'but...' 


‘Christ, you're getting worse,' Kerr complained and ordered 
a 
half-pint. 


‘And you're mean,' Tim scolded, not maliciously. 


Des Marsh sighed as he opened the door and let Kerr 
inside. 'This 
had better be worth my while,' he said. 

‘Chris Eldean,' Kerr quoted from Tim's data-bank. ‘Bom 
England. 
Parents American. Father an airman stationed in Suffolk. 
Taken to the 
States when four months old. Father opted out of the air 
force and 
became a salesman for an electronics company. When Chris 
was seven 
he walked away with a junior talent competition, but the 
award was 
taken back on the discovery that the child's guitar was 
electronically 
gimmicked. He was playing by wire, Marsh!" 


‘One day they'll find Tim Gallacher hanging from a Soho 
lamp-post,' Marsh snorted. 


‘Do | continue?' Kerr asked. 
‘No - come into my Office. I've got a bottle...' 


Marsh's office was a small suite of expensively furnished 
rooms. 
Thick carpets covered the floors wall-to-wall. He had a 
kidney-shaped 
desk, a cocktail cabinet, other side tables all in Swedish 
modern. Red 
leather chairs looked comfortable, and were when Kerr sat 


down. A 

piano occupied one far wall, a hi-fi unit costing about four 
grand with 

four supported speakers angled precisely filled a metal 
bracketed niche 

nearby. 


Marsh set a bottle between them, waited until Kerr helped 
himself 
before asking, ‘What is your interest?’ 


‘Everything about the New Wave scene.' He explained his 
assignment. 'So a mystery makes me want to dig, you see.’ 

There's no mystery,' Marsh insisted. ‘Chris got bashed. 
Chris has 
American connections. End of affair.' 

‘And Chris still has a gimmicked guitar?’ 

‘No.' It sounded weak. 

‘How does it work? Tape, or bloody what?' Kerr had no idea 
how 
one aborted sound and got sync on a ‘live' show. 

‘Okay, a promise - no passing it around?' 

When Kerr hesitated the press officer went to a drawer and 
returned, opening an already split envelope.. He took the 
contents, read, 

'To Zooid - be warned. That Yank bastard'll get his.’ 

Kerr suddenly understood. 'Then you played it cool 'cos you 
don't 
want the American angle to burst apart at the bashing 
seams?’ 

‘Right!' Marsh breathed relief. 'As for the promise?’ 

‘You got it.1 

‘Chris's old man had this genius technician working in the 


research 
and development laboratory. One day the guy came along 


and asked if 

Chris knew anything about playing a musical instrument, 
and the kid's 

pop said ‘Hell, no!' or similar. The guy shows a small 
transistorised 

gadget the size of a dollar. He explains that attached to a 
guitar or 

another stringed instrument it could reproduce the sound of 
a second 

guitar or what have you being strummed within fifty feet. 
This is then 

attached to the pre-recorded tape backstage, only there 
aren't any wires. 

The result is, nobody knows he's miming.' 


‘Christ!’ Kerr poured a stiff jolt and swallowed hard. 


'Yeah,' Des Marsh agreed. ‘Christ! - you can see what 
potential 
little Chris picked up overnight. Child prodigy, stand-out 
player in any 
group, and without taking a damned lesson. Oh, sure - he 
had to learn 
how to finger. He couldn't stand there and suddenly the 
guitar goes 
wild. ' 

'He still can't actually play?' Kerr was disbelieving. 


'Yeah - some. Not half as good as the others, but he sounds 
the 
tops!' 


‘So why hasn't the gadget been put on the market?' 


Marsh gestured frustration. 'The inventor died. Chris's pop 
went 
into the gory details. It appears all employees of the outfit 
signed a 
contract - anything they came up with belonged to the 
company. That 


included discoveries made by their immediate family and 
into the 

second or third generation afterwards. Real iron-clad 
protection. ' 


Kerr nodded! 'I've heard about those American corporation 
contracts. The rubber and automotive industries started the 
ball rolling 
when some geezer started saying he knew all about 
frictionless bearings 
being ready for use. They're still hidden in an old garage in 
Detroit - or 
so the story says.’ 


Marsh crossed his legs and drank a glass of pure Scotch 
non-stop. 
' am going to get pissed,' he announced. 


‘Before you do, one final question. Do the other, kids in the 
band 
know about this gimmick?’ 


‘No way, man! No way!’ 


‘Cheers!' Kerr placed his empty glass on a table, made for 
the door. 
‘Don't get up,' he grinned. ‘I'll lock the door behind me.’ 


Call it punk or New Wave or plain rock 'n roll but, Kerr 
thought as 
he trudged home, it all added up to one helluva pile of bread 
in 
somebody's pocket. Well, not just one guy. He could think of 
a dozen 
names and each was responsible for quite a stable of so- 
called stars. 
The entertainment business, when you got down to the 
ancient brass 
tacks, had more stars in it now than the galaxy dear old Sol 
roamed. 
Every school in the land had turned out its quota of bands. 


Every 

public house had a connection, be it up front or in the wings. 
Not every pub, he corrected himself. There were some out 

in the 

sticks where they still believed in copper and brass, the 

smell of horse 


on a drinker's clothes and the colonel offering his opinion on 
defence 


cuts. Pubs where the juke-box had not yet been discovered. 
Hell, it's a crazy bloody world! 
And I'm getting to be one right crazy bastard! 


Chapter Seven 


Spins, September 10, 1977. 


Page 22 carried a half-page advertisement from Zooid 
Records. It 
had Hole In One playing before a 'live' audience and the 
news flash: 


THE BAND THEY LOVE TO HATE - AND DO 

Page 22 also carried Steve Pepper's column. This began, 
SINGLES 

Hole In One: Big Bent (Zooid). 


While Chris Eldean's radar scanner guitar riff jangled out 
an intro, 
the pogoers behaved like mesmerised cannon fodder to the 
cause of 
blazing energy. That was the occasion for recording Big 
Bent and it 
stopped me dead in my tracks. Yeah, | know it's a 
predictable 
selection, but I'm pissed off listening to acetates of the 
siftable no-gos | 
keep getting delivered on the doorstep with the milk. 


It's so bloody evident this band has identity. They're 
working and 
living in NOW - unlike those outfits the Beeb twits keep 
shoving down 
my larynx. 


Shit, there ain't none better, and it’s about time other 
record outlets 
who don't know talent from crap found out. Here is a band 


that can spit 

out a message in pure venom. Here is reality presented 
with the 

subtlety of an earthquake. A mind-blowing single, and if the 
pigs don't 

fuck it up by slapping a ban on, then you've got a treat in 
store. Rush 

out for your copy today. It may be there won't be any left 
tomorrow. 

Over to you, fuzz! 


For Raymond Kerr the review lacked that certain Pepper. 
Vintage 
Pepper. Guts Pepper. In fact, the entire Spins issue seemed 
to be 
holding fire. None of the regular muck-rakers and 
incitement squad 
managed to get out of stubbornly low gear. 


And for Hole In One's smash single, they should have been 
raving 
like maniacs. He had heard it played. No doubts there. The 
kids 
would lap that up. 

Big Bent... The tall story of a corrupt copper. It didn't 
actually 
come out and name the Police Commissioner, but only a 
moron would 
miss the link-ups. 


Slapping after-shave on his freshly scraped face, Kerr 
dressed. The 
sun shone, the park across the Bayswater Road wore its 
September garb 
to make an artist eat his heart out. It was Saturday, too. A 
time for 
drifting on the lazy tide. He had a schedule. Take a bus to 
Sloane 
Square, wait for Johnny Reb or another of his strange ilk to 


show, and 

tag along on a punk bash. Saturday was a good day for 
bashing punks. 

The day they crawled out of their little, frightened holes and 
went 'Sex' 

shopping. Yeah, it was some mean, weird world. 


Outside, breathing God's - and the pollution-minded's - air, 
he 
sensed an awakening. Definitely not his hormones - they 
were simply 
recharging. He would have to do some heavy thinking about 
Vi. She 
had this fantastic method for leaving a guy happy, and 
drained, and 
puzzled as ever. The story - but again, definitely not. So 
what was 
being awakened? 


He hated to believe it had anything to do with punk rock. 
Try as he 
might, the sound did nothing to get his adrenaline going. It 
had points 
for and against. There was a frenzy, an urgency, an attempt 
to convert 
by the message alone. If he was still a teen. But he wasn't. 


He waited at the bus stop. Girls wearing thin dresses 
shoved tits 
and bums out when they saw him watching. Good for them. 
Hell, why 
should he go on a Teds' punk bashing spree? He didn't 
condone 
violence except when Ali got in the ring. And, to date, the 
greatest had 
kept a clean sheet. He wasn't much in favour of soccer, 
either. He 
detested being asked to pay to see guys hugging and 
kissing or snidely 


kicking hunks out of one another. A case of cupcakes or 
cudgels. 


Where could he go on a beautiful September Saturday? 
The future of rock 'n roll? 
Why not! 


SPINS had carried the announcement. Larger than Steve 
Pepper's 
column in inches... 


ALL THE PUNK BANDS WILL BE THERE! 


Guaranteed - No Cancellations - Guaranteed 
One Drawback - 18 or over only - Bar' 


Raymond Kerr thought; I'm in this for a story. So where do I 
learn 
about punk rockers? Right at the source - a festival, is 
where. | could 
luck out. Least ways, | would get to understand what makes 
these kids 
tick, and see their gear. 


So, why wait? 


An estimated twenty-five thousand packed the park to its 
Capacity. 
It cost Kerr a cool £10 at the temporary gate erected by a 
‘festival 
security’ organisation in conjunction with new promoter 
Terrance- 
Maupassant - an obvious steal pseudonym. 


Huge placards outside the sprawling park announced that 
‘PROOF 
OF AGE MUST BE SHOWN ON REQUEST - MINIMUM AGE 18' 


Kerr watched a group of feverish fans stream past the 
gate, not one 
of them a day over sixteen. So much for the much 


publicised ‘we'll 
make absolutely sure that drink is not made available to 
underage fans. ' 


Flick Outt were on stage when Kerr finally squeezed into 
the 
enormous gathering. The audience were getting their rocks 
off to thé 
frenetic rhythms of an increasingly popular band, one 
excited girl 
screaming and fighting the crowds fringing the stage. What 
had been 
until then hysteria under minimum control, erupted into a 
madhouse 
brawl. 


A pair of heavy guards hired for the occasion grabbed the 
demented 
chick. Benton . Landers, Flick Outt's hot tempered vocalist, 
suddenly 
broke constraint and seized a spare guitar, clobbering said 
goons with 
this vely effective weapon.' Kerr saw the evidence of what 
one of his 
newspaper colleagues had been telling him for months. 
Kids had to 
belong to a gang to survive. The seamier the district, the 
more essential 
that gang membership be granted. And, as in school and 
on the streets, 
so it applied to music. 


They were all supposed to love punk. Some,, apparently, 
loved Flick 
Outt more than, say, Wham-Bam. The second that 
Landers's perfectly 
swung guitar smashed over the guards' heads, hell 
exploded, into, 
furious partisanship. 


Battling factions split, insults hurtling, across the 
screeching climax, 
of Flick Outt's number. Scuffles - minor to kick off with - 
worked 
through the throng. Then, it happened. 


Kerr was praying that there would be no repeat of the 
Dublin punk 
festival incident.. No settling of non-music aggro. He 
actually saw the, 
kid draw a knife, and yelled out. His voice died, the death 
in the sound 

assault from Flick Outt. 


The kid wore a sleeveless pseudo-leather shirt with chains 
dangling 
from safety-pins attached below each shoulder. His blond 
hair had that 
Johnny Rotten disregard for a comb. His pouting, thin lips 
were pulled 
into a menacing line beneath another golden-corded chain 
fixed to 
nostril and ear by those vicious-looking pins. Muscles 
corded the bare 
arms, knuckles white on the knife-hilt. 


Kerr plunged forward, knocked sideways by struggling 
females ina 
variety of costumes. He felt a fist catch him behind the 
right ear, a 
knee slam into his balls. He gasped, clutched his injured 
parts, rode 
along on the surging tide. 


Straight ahead, a huge and curiously outdated-looking 
Skinhead 
dressed in his uniform of union shirt, braces and close- 
cropped hair 
suddenly screamed, sank from sight. 


Kerr wanted to vomit. The kid hadn't got a prayer. The 
seething, 
yelling, fighting mob stampeded across his limp body - the 
knifer 
quickly 'carving' a clear path for himself. 


‘COOL IT! CRISSAKES, COOL IT!! a voice boomed through 
the 
P A. 'HERE COMES NESSOPHOBIA 


Cheers rose above the shouting. On-stage, four kids 
quickly took . 
their positions and chorded an intro to their Top Ten No. 6 - 
‘Up Yer 
Kilt, Bonnie Charlie. 


Kerr pleaded with the 'security' to stop the music and 
clear the fans 
away from where the skinhead had fallen. They didn't 
want to know. 
They had other problems - six ambulance cases being 
rushed to the first 
aid tent, fights'to break-up, gatecrashers to hold back, and 
the bar to 
secure against assorted assaults - there would be no profit 
on that 
sideline, most of the stocks had been successfully nicked. 


His groin feeling like somebody had jabbed a hot poker 
into it, Kerr 
gave up in disgust and braved the wolves trying to get in 
free.. When he 
reached the relative peace of a nearby street he knocked 
on a door, had 
it slammed in his face. No wonder! He saw his reflection in 
a 
window-pane. He looked like an over-aged punk who had 
been to 
several wars. 


He staggered on until he found a telephone kiosk. 
Typically, it had 
been vandalised. He went on, suffering doubts and 
recriminations. 
Graffiti - usually a clear indication of what was grabbing 
youth - 
decorated gable walls and railings solid enough to hold 
the messages to 
society. The normal football sloganising occupied the 
majority of the . 
Spaces. But punk was creeping in. .. . 


LES PISTOLS RULE OKAY 

EATER'LL NOSH YOU 

THIS SPACE RESERVED FOR THE ADVERTS 
SAINTS ROOL 


Inside a phone box where the instrument actually worked, 
Kerr read 
the felt-tip reminder: WATCH OUT - THE STRANGLERS ARE 
ABOUT. 


Twenty-six minutes had elapsed since he saw the skinhead 
sink 
from sight. He told a police operator this, asked that 
something be 
done at once. He gave his name, address and then heard the 
voice Say, 
‘We'll contact the promoter, sir. There's not much we can do 
about it, 
though. ' 


Cursing, he slammed the instrument on its rest, then 
grabbed it 
again almost immediately. He couldn't let things rest there. If 
that kid 
died... Christ, he was sweating! 


‘Get the bloody hell home, Kerr,' his editor said when he 
finished 


his story. 'We've got photographers covering the festival. So 
have the 
other dailies. l'Il do what I can to alert the Yard, but...’ 


‘Yeah, | know,' Kerr said in exasperation. 'They may not act 
on the 
tip!' 

‘Type up the eyewitness details,' the editor squawked. 
‘Have it on 
my desk in an hour!’ 


‘So why go home?! Kerr asked sarcastically, sick of the 
whole rotten 
business. 


‘Enthusiasm, Kerr - enthusiasm, ' the editor perked. 


‘Yeah, like drop dead arouses me, too.' Kerr broke the 
connection 
and stumbled from the phone box. If he had a felt-tip he 
would have 
written a message for mankind to ponder. It would have 
gone 
something like ... DON’T BLOODY WORRY. NOBODY GIVES A 
DAMN ABOUT YOU. 


Chapter Eight 


The early days of rock 'n roll were more melodic than 
today's 
raucous versions. So Vi said as she prepared two omelettes. 
It came as 
a complete surprise to Raymond Kerr that she professed to 
be an 
excellent cook. He liked her style, hoped the meal would 
match up. It 
was not every day a guy could sit back at a kitchen table 
and watch a 
bird whip up a little something for his belly whilst, 
simultaneously, she 
whipped up his passions. 


‘You're amazing,' he said, grinning. ‘Southern Comfort, 
indeed!' 


She wore one of those popular plastic aprons decorated 
with the 
‘Southern Comfort’ trade mark - and that was all. From the 
rear she 
presented a fascinating sight. 


‘This is getting to be a habit,' she remarked, doing a skilful 
job of 
getting the flat omelettes curled the way a restaurant chef 
does it, and 
the way most housewives fail to serve their inferior 
offerings. 


‘Yeah - like taking butter on bread.’ 


As she tended to the cooking chore, Kerr tilted his chair 
back and 


had a good look around her place. He had been too bushed 
on entering 

to give the flat an appraising survey. In fact, he had been 
more than a 

little surprised when she had invited him to spend the 
evening ‘at my 

joint’. His conviction that their 'thing' was taking off into an 
unscheduled orbit was not lessened by this unexpected 
invite. But he 

had been through the hoops that day, and any offer to relax 
in charming 

company was gratefully received. 


The kitchen was but a niche off-shoot from a long, narrow 
lounge. 
It did not intrude on the living area, however. A copper 
planter with 
bamboo supports going to the ceiling on which plants 
climbed in 
profusion effectively separated both regions of flat-dwelling 
existence. 


The lounge, windowed at both ends, possessed a great 
marble 
fireplace. On the mantle were odds and sods, figures in 
ancient 
porcelain and knick-knacks from a modem pottery. Her 
furniture was 
an unashamed mixture; Victorian one minute, G-Plan the 
next. 


Off the lounge were three doors. He knew, because she 
had casually 
mentioned it, that they gave into a bedroom, bathroom and 
separate 
toilet. He had yet to see behind those doors. 


‘| believe more than ever | was right about your 
background,' he 
said, turning to stare at her delightful, bare bottom. 


‘Is it so important?' she asked, shifting the omelettes from 
pan to 
plates, and adding French fried potatoes and a sprinkling of 
parsley. 


‘Maybe yes. Maybe no.' 


She set his plate before him. The plastic apron hung down 
to 
display her breasts near eye-level. 'Satisfied?! she asked. 


‘Both are delicious.' He salted, peppered and ketchuped the 
meal. 


‘Men are peculiar animals,’ she remarked, sitting opposite 
him. 
‘They'll criticise a woman's cooking or praise it to the 
heavens, and then 
ruin the good or bad by covering it with an inch of bloody 
sauce.’ 


‘Ketchup,' he corrected. 


‘It looks bloody - and awful,' she said, sampling her 
omelette. 
Pulling a contented expression from her taste-buds. 


‘Mmmmm, terrific,' Kerr said enthusiastically. 
‘Like mum used to make?' 
‘You're being facetious.’ 


‘Oh, hell/ she snapped, ‘let's cut the comedy; About this 
afternoon -' 


‘Dead on arrival at hospital,’ Kerr replied tartly. 


‘I wasn’t meaning that,' Vi told him. 'Pass the rolls... ta... 
no, | 
was thinking objectively about this article of yours. Has it 
been worth 
the effort?' 


Kerr concentrated on his meal, finished it appreciatively 
before 
making a reply. He had the manners too, to let Vi finish 
before 
lighting a cigarette. 'I won't know values until I’ve written 
the article,’ 
he said eventually. ‘At this specific point in time my opinion 
IS - yes, 
it's all worthwhile. ' 

The girl cleared away the dishes, poured coffees and 
carried these 
cups on a tray into the lounge. Kerr joined her on a rabbit- 
ears sofa in 
front of the fireplace. An electric, artificial-log fire burned on 
three 
bars. 


‘Are you going to wear that bloody apron all evening?’ he 
asked. 


She laughed softly, 'If | removed it you'd get ideas.' 
‘Then slip into something not so revealing,' he suggested. 


‘In a mo.' She lit one of her black fags, sank back against 
plump 
cushions, legs crossed and apron riding high to one side. 
‘Why do you 
feel you've accomplished something worthwhile?' she asked. 


His eyes closed to blot out the view of upper thigh and a 
hint of 
curling promise. ‘I'm beginning to identify with the punk 
rockers and 
their hot so traditional enemies,? he said slowly. 'I haven't 
yet grasped 
what makes them tick - either faction. | can sense the 
frustrations the 
kids have building inside them.. Imagine ten quid for a 


ticket!' he 
snorted. 


‘Ridiculous,' Vi agreed. 


‘Racketeering,’ Kerr insisted. 'The fanzines talk rubbish 
about these 
bands not making anything like what the Stones, Who, 
Zeppelin and 
their ilk do. But Christ, there's an awful lot of royalties and 
gate money 
kicking about. I can't see even the lowliest of the bands 
being short on 
beer bread. ' 


‘There are too many bands chasing too few pence,’ Vi 
hinted. 


‘You're thinking about inflation, unemployment, school 
leavers 
going straight onto handouts or work programmes. Well, it 
sure as hell 
shocked me to discover how many of those kids had the 
lolly. Not just 
for the entrance fee, but to splurge on booze.' 


Vi carelessly got to her feet, showing teasing flesh. She 
went to a 
Victorian cabinet, took out a bottle of Scotch and two 
Waterford 
glasses. She brought them to the sofa, set up a space on 
the coffee 
table. She poured two generous drinks, waved to Kerr and 
trotted into 
her bedroom. Through the open door she called: 'Pick some 
music. 
Let's have it romantic, though.’ 


Kerr sampled his Scotch. Perfect. He did not go for the 
brandy 
after coffee routine. He liked Scotch with everything. 


EVERYTHING, 

in caps. He selected a David Soul platter, figuring it would 
be 

inoffensive enough for the budding occasion. 


Cocking her ear for those first, tell-tale chords, Vi returned 
dressed 
in a flowing multi-hued kaftan. 'He's kind,’ she said as 
David's voice 
came from twin speakers. 


‘Kind?' Kerr's puzzled expression begged an explanation. 
‘Yeah, all gooey.' 
He gave up, asked, ‘Are you going to fill me in?' 


She sat down, took a long swallow of her drink. 'Not now, 
Ray - not 
yet.’ 


‘Why the blazes not?' He sounded, and was, exasperated. 
This girl 
could get him going so much he wanted to strangle her. He 
dreaded to 
think what would happen to him if she turned on the 
sweetness, became 
painfully frank and spoke about love. Love as yer actual 
poets meant, 
not the brand name canying permissiveness to its ultimate 
conclusion. 


‘I'll make you a promise, Ray,' she said through a glass 
smilingly, 
Scotch ready to be tasted. 'The very minute this exposé on 
punk is 
completed, | shall divulge what you want to know.' She 
drank then. 


Kerr lit another cigarette, puffed in contemplation. The 
mystery 
had all the makings of a dramatic television presentation. It 


was not 

the oldest question - did she or didn't she. She did! But 
there was, 

nevertheless, something else to be guarded zealously. 
What? And why 

did she have to hold back until he finished writing about - of 
all 

Subjects - punk rockers? 


‘Put that out - I've got some hash. We'll roll one,’ Vi 
ordered. 

‘No, thanks. | don't.’ 

‘Please?’ 

David Soul came to the hole-in-the-middle and slipped out 


of the 
room. 


‘Give me one good reason for doing what is against my 
grain?’ 


She bent forward, took his face in her hands and kissed 
him. Their 
tongues caressed, passion building. His hands cupped her 
free breasts, 
squeezed their firmness. She broke the kiss, drew back with 
green eyes 
clouded over. 


‘That's a reason okay,' he smiled. 'But we'd do that 
regardless." 


‘Not the way I have in mind!’ 

‘Shall I put the flip-side on?’ 

‘Hell, no! | don't want to corrupt David!' 
‘But I'm corruptible?' 


‘Man, you're something else.’ She placed her lips to his ear, 
whispered, ‘you're gorgeously screwable!' 


‘Bitch!' 


‘Have a smoke?' 
‘No!' 
Then - no kicks for daddy!’ 


He seized her, flung her across his lap. Her glass went 
rolling on 
the carpet, the Scotch trickling to form a pool near the fire. 
He hoisted 
her kaftan, bared her buttocks. 


‘Don't you bloody dare!’ she yelped. 
His hand lifted, poised over her rounded flesh. 
'I won't sleep with -' 


His palm cracked on to her quivering flesh, fingers plainly 
outlined 
in vivid red over curved cheeks immediately. It was not the 
hardest 
spank, but it stung. She kicked, only whetting his appetites 
when her 
thighs parted and unveiled secret places. He whacked her 
again, and a 
third time. Then, gently now, he raised her and brought her 
sitting on 
to his lap. His mouth closed on hers, his hands butterflying 
on the 
burning orbs of her precious bottom. 


‘You deserved that,' he spoke into her open mouth. 


Her fingernails raked his skin, hands pushed down inside 
his shirt 
front. She kept torturing him, elbows trapped where their 
upper bodies 
fitted perfectly. 


‘And I deserve this!' 
She moaned. ‘Bastard! | hate you - take me into bed!' 


He struggled to his feet holding her off the floor, legs bent 
at the 
knees and slowly straightening for the short, urgent walk 
across her 
lounge. 


‘What about that smoke?' she whispered teasingly. 


‘We won't need artificial aids,' he promised and kicked the 
bedroom 
door open. 


Chapter Nine 


Danny Boy got out of bed with the grandfather of 
hangovers. He 
slept nude and the chill battered his naked flesh, bringing up 
goose-bumps. He went to an electric fire and switched it on, 
moaning 
as his head thudded. 


‘Never again!’ he promised himself, aware that this was like 
a New 
Year's resolution. 


He padded bare-footed into his cramped kitchen. As he had 
told 
that reporter bloke, he lived in a flea-bag Bayswater hotel, 
but his 
private suite had a kind of respectable old-fashioned 
elegance. He 
placed coffee in a basket, sank this into its percolator after 
adding water 
and plugged the pot in. 


‘Where the shit did I leave those seltzers?' he asked a 
sinkful of dirty 
dishes. They reminded him of the party. He frowned and 
walked back 
into his bedroom. Throwing covers off the bed he stood 
scratching his 
bare belly, wondering when the bitch had left. Angry 
suspicion fleeted 
across his face and he almost ran to where his trousers were 
carelessly 
flung over a chair. He dived into the hip pocket, sighed relief. 
No - she 


hadn't nicked his wallet! He opened the ostrich skin, hand- 
made wallet 

and counted his loose change. Right to the last tenner - 
exactly three 

hundred and twenty guid. 


The percolator was making hideous bubbling noises and he 
returned 
to the kitchen. Thank God the maids came in every day to 
clean for 
him. He glanced at the kitchen wall clock. Screw that 
righteous 
redhead, he thought. And grinned wickedly - he wished 
she’d give him 
the opportunity. She had terrific knockers, a pair of hips a 
guy could 
hang on as he pistoned! Her mate always gave the 
impression she was 
panting for it, but no sane bloke would have spared her a 
second 
glance. 


He was seated in a Lazyboy chair, drinking coffee number 
three, 
when the door suddenly opened and the two women 
entered. He was 
still buck naked. 


Mrs. Henderson stared in disbelief and quickly coughed. 
Miss 
Watkins just stared, mouth dry. 

‘Forget I'm here,' Danny Boy called. 

‘You are naked,' Mrs Henderson reminded him. 


‘You're a married woman. You've seen one before.' He 
deliberately 
stood, facing the pair. 


'God!' Miss Watkins gasped. 


‘Disgusting!’ Mrs Henderson rasped, but she did not take 
her eyes 
from his privates for one peering second. 


Danny Boy noted that she did not blush. He laughed, 
turned his 
arse on them and went to the bedroom. He could hear the 
‘ugly sister’ 
whisper urgently and the redheaa's silencing, 'Shush!' 

His head throbbed like a dozen punk bands were playing 
discords 
over his eyeballs. He found a clean pair of Y-fronts and 
stuck one foot 
into them. 


‘I'll make the bed now,' Mrs Henderson's voice said from his 
rear. 


He hopped round, realising he must have looked a sight. 
‘1 dunno, ' 
he said. 'The way | feel | might crawl back in.' 


The woman actually smiled, gaze fastened on his nudity. 
She was 
at least forty-four, he reckoned. Nothing special in , the 
face, 
department, but physically super-sensual. The type to get 
all the guys 
whistling outside a school. A woman about whom dirty 
stories were 
whispered when, factually, she never put a sex foot 
wrong. She had 
always treated him with distant semi-respect, with awe of 
sorts. There 
was, in her face, a no funny business stemess. 


Or had been until now! 


‘You shouldn't mistreat your body,' she said, coming a 
step closer. 
‘All that drink and those girls.' She was within reach. And 


she did - 

reached out and touched his bare chest. Her eyes glowed - 
lust fever, 

burning them up. 


‘What about her?' He jerked his head in the direction of 
the other 
room.... 


‘Oh, Miss Watkins - l'ye sent her upstairs, I'm in charge, 
really.’ 


‘You are the one!'. 


She pressed against him, forcing his Y-fronts down to his 
ankles. 
Her hand, cupped and sweating, found him and cajoled a 
swift response 
to an experienced fondling. Her mouth opened, the sound 
of her 
excited breathing loud in his ears. 


‘Christ!' he panted, kissing her deeply. His fingers 
fumbled for her 
maid's uniform buttons and he opened the damned unsexy 
SMOCK. 
Inside, bra and tight little panties were the only barrier to a 
bed session. 


'I like it ordinary,' she moaned, staggering backwards, 
pulling him 
along where the drag hurt. 


He fell on top of her, tore aside and jerked her tits from 
their cups. 
She arched, pushing her panties off to assist him. He reared 
up and 
over her. 'Bloody marvellous!' he exhaled, looking down 
into a thick 
red forest. Her thighs spread, revealing more. 'Oh, YES!' He 
went 
down into her warm, silky, moist flesh. Her arms held him 


tight, her 

teeth biting at his shoulder, her thighs up like begging 
columns keeping 

him within their wonderful enclosure. 


‘Not so fast,' she gasped, straining up at him. 


He wasn't sure what she said next but he thought it was a 
flow of 
obscenities, encouragements, pleadings ... 


Wychelle - pronounced 'Witch-lle' - helped herself to a cold 
beer 
from the refrigerator and remarked, 'They didn't do much 
this 
morning.’ 

Danny Boy hid a sneaky grin. How wrong she was! They or 
rather, 
she - Mrs Henderson - had done an awful lot. More than 
duty called 
for. 


It gets worse,' Wychelle continued. 'Workers think they 
can get 
away with fuckin' murder.’ 


How true, he thought in amusement. The correct word to 
describe 
what Mrs Henderson had got away with. 


‘She didn't wash the dishes and | can tell this carpet 
wasn't 
vacuumed!’ 


‘Christ, get off the bloody workers kick,’ Danny Boy 
Snapped. ‘I've 
had it up to here,' and he drew a hand line across his navel, 
‘with 
maids!’ 


Thankfully, Wychelle was not the brightest of bright birds. 
She 
could not begin to believe that her Danny Boy would stoop 
to laying 
some old bag of a housewife-niaid. He only had to whistle 
and half the 
London teens would come running. Like she had a week 
ago. And 
how fortunate for her that he had been half-pissed and in 
the mood for 
a bit of the other. 


‘Look what | did,' she said, brazenly stripping off her 
sweater. 
Small, uptilted breasts jutted from her slim torso. 


Danny Boy glared in disbelief. He bloody didn't like chicks 
doing 
this to themselves. He said so, too. 'Shit on pins,' he yelled. 
-Take 'em 
out! 


Wychelle looked miserable. 'But ... but I thought... Her 
fingers 
gently touched the safety-pin fastened to the tight flesh 
beneath her 
breast. 'It Weedin' hurt terrible going through,' she bleated. 


He shook his head in sorrow. The crummy chain swinging 
from the 
breast-pin to the other hooked into her hip had the makings 
of skin 
cancer. 'Why, Wychelle, why?' he asked. 

‘They're all doing it ain't they?' she replied. 

‘They are morons,’ he said. 

‘But you said about Sherrie -' 


‘Sherrie is a bitch and a slut,' he remarked without 
emotion. 'I laid 


her, but she was nothing. She liked her kicks, her private 
masochism. 
Crissakes, she loved getting her arse beat to a raw red.’ 


'I heard she's into bondage now, too,' the girl said, glad to 
hit at her 
rival. 

‘And you?’ 

‘Naw - I'm too active to stand in chains and things. ' 

‘Make me something to eat.’ 

She glared. ‘Eat?’ 


‘Yeah, eat. When I've got my belly happy I'll make you 
happy. Get 
me?’ He winked lecherously. 


She glowed and raced to the kitchen. 
‘And wash those bloody dishes,’ he called. 


Whatever he thought about being a rock star it had its 
compensations. Imagine a bird sticking pins into herself just 
to please 
some guy who only let her come around for the screwing! 
Jesus wept! 

It was some wonderful world! 


Chapter Ten 


His R.R. swept majestically through automatic gates into a 
long, 
curving driveway flanked by stately trees and neatly 
cropped lawns. In 
the distance a lake gleamed under an afternoon sun, more 
trees forming 
a protective russet barrier around this and that side of the 
property. 
Sitting back with his copy of the Sunday Times on the 
leather 
upholstery beside him, he surveyed the grounds with some 
pride. 


£450,000 it had cost, and worth every penny. How many 
showbiz 
people could afford such a palatial residence, he asked 
himself, and 
smiled sneeringly as he remembered his beginnings. An East 
End 
terrace two up and two down. The worst house in the district 
and all 
his father could afford. A tin bathtub brought into the kitchen 
every 
Saturday night for the whole family to take their weekly 
scrub-down. 
One by one in and out of the same water. And being the 
youngest his 
bath usually meant wallowing in filth left by four older 
brothers and 
two sisters. Nine of them crowded into that house! 


Not like now! 


Looking over the chauffeur's peak-capped head he saw 
the mansion 
come into sight. A Queen Anne graciousness listed as a 
protected 
building. Fifteen bedrooms and nine bathrooms. One for 
each of his 
family - not that they were ever allowed to visit. His wife, 
Jeanie, 
would not permit her in-laws into the house. 


The Rolls parked before stone steps leading to a wide 
terrace. A 
butler held the wide front door open, waiting for him. A 
wide, curving 
staircase in marble to match the wide, marble hall, held his 
gaze 
momentarily as the butler softly shut the door behind him. 
He had this 
thing about that staircase. It somehow reminded him of a 
movie. One 
of those Hollywood glamour features they used to make 
pre-major 
studio collapse. He loved it! 


‘There is a message from Mr Thompson, sir,' the butler 
sald. 


‘Thanks, Bunten!' He went to a gold-leafed hall table. A 
sterling 
silver salver contained a message sheet, folded once across 
the middle. 
He unfolded it, exclaimed, 'Shit!! 


The butler raised one eyebrow and silently vanished into 
the library. 
He belonged to the old school. A man used to serving 
masters who 
could trace their ancestry back to, at the very least, Tudor 
times. He 
found it exceedingly difficult to serve a man like this new 


owner of 
Cotley Manor. 


Jeanie looked up from watching television. Naturally, the 
set came 
complete with walnut cabinet and when the doors were 
closed it 
matched the antiques with which the entire house was 
tastefully 
furnished. 


‘Thompson wants me to arrange a punk rock festival.' the 
man said. 


‘You won't?’ 
‘Bleedin' right | won't!’ 
Jeanie glared. ‘Joey, your language! 


He took a fat cigar from a gold cigar-case, bit off an end 
and spat 
this at their wide, marble fireplace. He knew such crudities 
got Jeanie 
going and didn't care. In fact, he liked annoying her. Since 
buying this 
expensive pile of bricks and mortar she had become an 
insufferable 
snob. A weary nag. 


'I wish you'd find some different manners,’ she said. 


He stood back, took in the television screen. ‘Christ, why do 
you 
watch that rubbish?' he asked, ignoring her remark. 

T enjoy -' 

‘Their bleedin’ ad libs!' he snarled. 'How many times must I 
tell you 
- they're reading from prepared scripts. You don't honestly 
believe 
those straight-men and dolled-up tarts could come off with 


something 
smart, now, do you?' 


‘There was a time when you cracked jokes off the top,' she 
reminded. 


‘| was bleedin’ good,' he roared, 

‘Yes, and so are they!' She pointed at the screen. 
I'm calling Thompson - turn it off!' 

‘Use the library telephone,' she suggested. 


‘This phone! He lifted the instrument. Complained, 'Why 
we can't 
have those modem push-button phones I'll never 
understand. ' 


Jeanie muttered under her breath. It had been his choice to 
buy 
antique-style telephones to fit in with the furnishings. 


Thompson? Joey here... Yeah... yeah ... No! No way! I'm 
not 
promoting another bleedin' punk festival. One death is one 
too many! 


‘Yeah... Oh, sure, the money is great. . . Shit on you, 
Thompson - 
I said no!' He slammed the telephone down and smoked 
furiously as he 
gazed from french-windows out to the lake. 


‘We were really happy living in London,' Jeanie said softly. 
'Yeah!' His body shook. 


'‘What’s wrong, Joey? What's eating you?' She got to her 
feet, went 
to him. Placed an arm round his waist. His fat waist. 


He looked down into her pretty, strained face. 'l'm breaking 
up,' he 
said simply. They're ripping me off, bit by bit. They’ve got 


snipers out 
and I'm a bleedin’ big target.' 


The house is doing it,' she said, almost fearfully. 


‘Don't you go adding ghosts to my other troubles,’ he 
warned. 


‘Won't you let me call in a medium?' 

‘No - final!’ 

‘You've got this mistaken impression I've become a right 
bitchy 
snob, haven't you?’ When he hesitated she hurried along. 
‘You can't 


contradict me, can you? But Joey... ' and she kissed his 
quivering 

flabby cheek, ‘I'm fighting to retain my sanity. You haven't 
got my 


sensitivity. You don't sense what is roaming this house. ' 


He reacted viciously, brushing her aside to storm across 
the room 
and turn the television off. The only thing roaming round 
this house is 
that bloody Bunten,' he snarled. 'Creepy bastard! He's 
behind the 
noises. ' 


'You have heard the noises, then?' She sounded excited. 


Jeanie - drop the subject!’ He flung his half-smoked cigar 
into the 
fireplace. ‘I'm going out.' 


‘Where?' 


To see -' He hesitated, knowing it would be hurtful to 
mention her 
name. 


Jeanie sat on a sofa, head in hands. She heard him leave, 
heard his 


yell for the Rolls. God, did he have to torture her so 
damned often? 


Couldn't he speak about his problems with her? Did he 
have to run to - 


'T'II kill the little bitch!' she screamed at the empty room. 


Chapter Eleven 


Listening through his headphones, Steve Pepper carried 
out his 
normal type of review on the latest single to arrive at 
Spins. He was 
pecking at his typewriter, scanning a hand-out at the same 
time. He 
did not need to actually hear the whole record. He knew 
what it was 
about - the hand-out told him everything. The money in his 
wallet told 
him more - he would recommend the release as another 
Top Ten 
possible. 


Spins editorial had it made. All the guys accepted payola. 
The 
ancient code of honesty had no place in this organisation: 
Just like his 

‘sermons’ on the mount of his personal loathings. They did 
not belong; 
in a music journal, but he made damned certain they were 
slanted into 

his material. Screw the ethics! If he wanted kids to go ona 
rampage 
then, by Satan, they would. 


Steve Pepper didn't realise that he was a most lonely 
youth. He had 
no friends on whom he could call in an emergency. His 
acquaintances 
believed in what drove him to cinder journalistic honesty, 
but they, like 


himself, shunned friendships of a lasting variety. Looking 
back to his 

school days he could find not one kindly face upon which 
the light of 

compassion would shine. And as for women - his treatment 
of them 

made fresh enemies. 


The men he crawled for regarded him as a necessary evil, 
and 
nothing more. He was, in their greedy eyes, a creature 
deserving 
outstanding contempt. While he occupied a tower of market 
power he 
was acceptable, used, wined and dined, made to feel 
important. But let 
the tower crack, shake, collapse, and Steve Pepper would be 
buried 
underneath the rubble of his unethical behaviour. 

Steve did not count the cost. He did not recognise the signs 
in 
himself. He could have spotted them in others, but blindness 
had a 
nasty habit of casting its sightless eyes upon one's own 
failings. 

So Steve composed another shit-stirring, pissed-up review 
and let 
the chips fall where he kept chopping down the tree of his 
integrity. 


x OK OK 


‘How much is Spins worth?' Joey asked. 


‘It depends if you want it to carry on regardless,’ came the 
reply. 

‘What's your honest opinion?' 

‘The kids like what they're reading. ' 


Joey lit a fresh cigar, his last one smouldering in an ashtray. 
‘l 
didn't ask what the bleedin’ kids like or dislike, | asked what 
you think. ' 


‘Rubbish!’ 


Joey sighed, fat shaking. He would have to diet. His excess 
weight 
was becoming a burden, creating breathlessness. Or was 
that his 
smoking? ‘And you would drop the price on the proviso that 
under a 
new management the staff would be fired and new blood 
hired ?' 


‘Steve Pepper would have to go.' 

‘Who the hell is Steve Pepper?' Joey sounded exasperated. 
‘Spins popularity is zero without him!' 

'Then why the hell fire him?’ 

‘He's a pig-hating obscenity. ' 

Joey laughed. That coming from you is -' 

‘People change, you Know.' 

Joey stared. 'You've changed?’ he asked in amazement. 

'I have, and no wisecracks. ' 


‘None, dear.' Joey's fat face broke into happy smiles. 'l'm 
not much 
but, by God, I've worried about how you turned out. 
‘Time heals all. Time, for me, has been an education. I've 
needed 
every second to shop around for an identity. A status.’ 
‘It's beyond me, but Jeanie will...' 


Jeanie doesn't count - yet!’ 


‘Okay! Okay - she's waited in the wings for your signal to 
goon 
stage. Another little while won't hurt.’ 


‘It could be, years.' 


‘That's too long!’ Joey's eyes lost their sparkle. ‘I'll get 
working on 
Spins. If you've right -' 

‘!am - and when the deal is set I have just the man to take 
the 
editor's chair.' 


Joey winked. 'I had this little gremlin inside my head telling 
me 
that was the motivating factor.? 


‘You're not always right, but you're never wrong, eh?! 
‘Spoken like a chip off the old block!' 

‘God forbid!" 

‘ls that any way to talk?’ 


‘No sentimentality. This is a business deal, and emotions 
have no 
place in the racket. Remember?' 


Joey took the admonition proudly. 'So it wasn't all going 
straight 
through those pretty ears,’ he said and got to his feet. 


x OK OK 


It, was all happening, and about the only person to be 
blissfully 
unaware of the events was Raymond Kerr. As he sat typing 
up what he 
already knew about punk rock and the more generalised 
New Wave for 
an introduction to A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A PUNK STAR, he 
gota 
brilliant idea - or at least he believed at first it was brilliant. 


On 
second thought it lost some of its shine. Yet he pursued it 
diligently. 

He spent a fortune and two hours telephoning showbiz 
personalities 
he had bumped into during his reporting assignments. His 
habit of 
getting unlisted numbers paid off at last. 


The first call was to stand-up comic and M.C. of several 
highly 
successful TV shows, Rick Graves. 

‘I'd like your feelings on the influx of pop stars, especially 
those 
playing this New Wave rock, into showbiz, Rick,' he said into 
the 
telephone after re-establishing relationships with the man. 


‘On the record?' Graves asked. 
‘For publication in an article of mine.' 


Graves laughed into his ear. 'That rules out four letter 
expressions - 
and that would be my frank opinion of all groups.’ 


‘You're against them getting bookings, then?' 


‘I'm against them breathing,’ Graves replied. 'They're 
nothing. 
They haven’t got the slightest interest in the .profession. 
They're 
greedy, scruffy, totally without talent and they're being 
paid too much. ' 


‘1 can quote?’ 

Damned right - I've said this publicly many times. ' 
‘What about their music?' 

‘You call what they play music?’ 

‘Kids love it, apparently.’ 


‘Ah, kids Graves breathed heavily into his phone. 'l've 
got 
three youngsters. One is a Tom Jones fanatic. The middle 
one goes for 
Demis Roussos and God knows why, Des O'Connor. The 
youngest 
listens to rock 'n roll, but she seldom speaks highly of 
either music or 
artists.’ 


. Kerr was laughing to himself. The reference to poor, 
loveable Des 
O'Connor ‘tickled, him. He knew the comic did not mean 
anything 
savage. Nobody ever did where Des was concerned. It was, 
well, as if.. 
those dimples could take a lot of ribbing. 


‘Is that all?' Graves asked: 
'I think it should prove interesting,’ Kerr remarked. 
‘Good! Let's have a clipping. ' 


Call number two brought the dulcet tones of Amanda 
Jane Greer? 
down the post office wires into his ear. . ‘I'm not qualified 
to speak on 
the subject, Raymond,' the now retired vocalist said. 'I 
have yet to hear / 
rock music. I'm a very discerning radio listener and | do 
have quite a 
classical collection which | play instead of having canned 
belting 
through the home. ' 


‘Do you have an opinion about letting these bands 
Swamp the 
recording market, then?' he asked, more in hope than 
expectation. . 


‘Oh, yes, indeed - and, you may say | said so,' the voice 
insisted 
passionately. 'They should be auditioned before masters 
of music first ; , ' 
If they pass this test, then by all means a recording could 
be, made But 
can we not . get responsible people in the larger 
companies to come 
forward and condemn the haphazard manner in which 
these disgusting; 
records are being thrust upon the public?’ 


‘Disgusting? Didn't you say you don't listen to rock,- 
though?! ', 


'I did - and I don't,’ Amanda Jane Greer affirmed. 'I have 
heard -.!e 


Kerr stopped listening to her right there. He did not 
terminate the 
call too abruptly; but Miss Greer's comments would not 
be included in 
his article. 


For the third time he placed a long distance call. He had 
some 
difficulty making a Spanish maid understand, but finally she 
was 
replaced on the burning wire by someone who knew what 
this had to be 
costing the journalist. 


‘Geoff Kettering here, Ray. Make it short and sweet.’ 
‘I'm after quotes for an article about punk rock and -' 


‘Say no more, dear boy. Punk rock is for punks, by punks. 
Scab 
music is my term.’ 


‘Explain, please. ' 


‘Those bastards couldn't write a two line rhyme, let alone 
a lyric. 
They're stealing some mother's son blind. Some kid with a 
smattering 
of genuine talent who gets a few bob and is warned to belt 
up.’ 

‘Have you proof?' 


There was a Short, bitter laugh. Then, ‘Damned right! | 
rode to 
fame on the backs of a dozen writers and composers. If | 
went through 
the hits | was supposed to have dreamed up myself, I'd find 
just one 
God would give me credit for - and you know the song. ' 


Kerr did - Kettering’s first and greatest solo hit: Second 
Mate. 


‘You're sticking your neck out,' Kerr mentioned casually, 
trying to 
be fair without depriving himself of a terrific confession; 


I'm retiring,’ came the laughing reply. 'Go ahead, blow my 
image. ' 


The final ‘call went to America via an operator who gasped 
when 
Keir told her the name of his contact. She sounded most 
excited and 
repeated, You mean the Johnny Canada, sir?’ 


‘On the button, girl,’ Kerr said. 'And if you forget to charge 
me I'll 
let you say hello to him.' 


Miracles never end. And the post office had a heart. Well, 
one of 
its operators did. Probably to the frowning outrage of a 
biddy 
Supervisor. 


‘Ray, good to hear from ya,' Johnny's voice shouted across 
the 
ocean. 


‘Pal, I've got a surprise for you,'. Kerr replied, a little less 
energetically.. He knew the satellite did the work and saved 
his throat 
muscles. 'Say hello to Miss Telephone U.K. Go ahead, miss.' 


‘Mister Canada, hello .. .' 

‘Who is that?' Johnny sounded mighty suspicious. 
"I'm Sue Dunne. I'm twenty-six and I'm an operator.' 
‘Well, knock me down. Is this for real?' 

‘Oh, yes, Mister Canada. ' 


‘Yeah? It's nice talking, to ya, honey. Do you buy all my 
albums?’ 


‘Every one, Mister Canada. I love them. ' 


‘Dreamy, gal. Keep spending those wonderful British 
shillings. ' 


shall, Mister Canada. Ohhhhh.. .' 


Kerr heard the cut-off click and spoke fast before Johnny 
Canada 
thought he was off the hook. ‘Johnny, would you believe 
she's giving 
me a free call just for talking to you in person?’ 
Canada laughed egotistically. 'I believe ya, man.' 
‘I'm writing an article on New Wave rock. Punk rock.' 
‘Fade, man - that's for guys who know a scale.’ 
‘1 can read music.' 
‘Yeah, like I read the Tarot cards! Okay, baby - fill me in.' 
‘Quotes on rock, please.’ 
‘Quote - it's terrific!’ 


"Truth?! 
‘I'm addicted. Like to coke and speed, man.' 
‘Yeah, | read you were busted. ' 


‘Shit, man - no guy busts Johnny Canada. | gave myself up 
to test 
case these archaic laws we got.’ 


‘And you're wild about rock?’ 

‘Over the moon. ' 

‘What about the lyrics?’ 

‘What lyrics? Those guys don't need nuthin’ but sound. ' 
‘They have vocalists,' Kerr reminded him. 

‘They got choir-leaders.' 

‘And you are the vocalist?’ 


'The best. The greatest. The number one thrush with a 
goddam 
beard.’ 


‘Thanks heaps, Johnny. ' 


‘Yeah, okay, Ray. Call again - soon.' The voice had no 
sincerity on 
that line. 


Kerr replaced his telephone, thankful for Sue Dunne's 
generosity. 
He believed the idea had been brilliant, after all. He opened 
his 
recorder, which was permanently attached to his phone, and 
laughed. 
Wait until they read exactly what they'd said. Strictly 
speaking, using 
the recorder without informing the recipient of his call was a 
smallish 
crime. But, he assured himself, he had asked for on-the- 
record quotes. 


Chapter Twelve 


Believing he should make an attempt to act the role of 
journalist, 
Raymond Kerr wore a suit when he knocked on Danny Boy's 
front door 
that Monday morning. 


Front door - that was a giggle. 


Flea-bag hotel fitted the Bayswater establishment to a 'T' 
and Kerr 
started having doubts about the amount Danny Boy was 
supposed to 
earn. Oh, he accepted the explanation, and felt that the kid 
did have 
brains to spare. But, question mark on this dump! 


Danny Boy sleepily opened the door, naked down to his big 
and 
little toes. He blinked owlishly. 'Uh - who... oh, yeah. You!' he 
said 
through a mouthful of last night's tongue-coating booze. 

‘In person,' Kerr said cheerfully. 


Danny Boy wandered off, leaving the door open. 'Christ, | 
hate 
bright-eyed monsters at this hour of the morning,' he was 
saying to 
himself. 

Kerr shut the door, looked over the place. Decent, a cut 
above 
average and definitely better than anything else in this 
hotel's 
menagerie of rooms. 


‘Make coffee,’ Danny Boy called from his bedroom. 


Kerr found the percolator, the coffee and got a pot going. 
Then he 
went to the bedroom door, and his eyes widened in 
amazement. The 
scene was Straight from a horror movie. 


‘She's pissed,' Danny Boy said, jerking a thumb at the 
naked girl on 
his bed. 


‘Pissed or not, she could do herself an injury in that gear,' 
Ken- 
mentioned, determined not to interfere physically. It was bad 
enough 
having to be an onlooker. The girl was about sixteen, plus or 
minus a 
year. She was pretty in a sluttish, sensual way. But what got 
Kerr was 
the leather straps binding her, cutting into her thighs, small 
breasts, 
crotch, ankles. He was reminded of some grotesque chastity 
belt 
arrangement direct from a Middle-Ages wood-cut. 


Danny Boy rolled her over, got a snore for his effort. Her 
back was 
a mass of welts, her buttocks cut and crimson where blood 
had dried on 
the broken skin. 


‘You did that?' Kerr asked, astonished. 


‘One of the band,' Danny Boy said, scratching his arm. 
‘That Simon 
is an animal.' 


‘And I believed you when you said this wasn't your scene!’ 
Danny Boy glared. 'Is the coffee perking?' 
‘Yeah. ' 


Danny Boy pushed past him. I'll make the fuckin' stuff,’ he 
growled. Then, 'My scene is constantly drifting. What Is a 
scene, 
anyway? I'm trapped by avarice. Playing the game can make 
me my 
own master before I'm past twenty. But playing a role gets 
tough when 
you're in the bloody saddle eighteen hours every day. Get 
me?’ 


‘ls money so damned important?' Kerr asked, his humanity 
ruffled. 


‘It's the most necessary evil.' Danny Boy poured two cups. 
‘Sugar 
and cream yourself.' 


Kerr found evaporated milk, used this with sugar and 
stirred 
vigorously. 


‘Lesson one,' Danny Boy said. ‘Don't get freaked by 
anything you 
see or hear. Take as you find, okay?' He stood in the 
bedroom 
doorway. 'Got to get this chick sober. My maids would not 
approve. ' 


‘You have maid service here?! Kerr scribbled notes between 
Sips 
and thoughts. 

Danny Boy shrugged at the sight of his hasty scrawling, 
went to a 
cupboard and withdrew a compact, Japanese-made cassette 
recorder. 
‘Use this,' he advised. ‘It's got a built-in mike which'll pick up 
from 
fifteen feet. Each cassette lasts two hours, once over. 
There's a case 
somewhere with another six cassettes.’ He searched, 


grumbling about 
the girl on his bed, finally finding the case complete with 
carrying 
strap. 

Kerr examined the recorder, and when satisfied he knew 
precisely 
where the controls were, switched on. .'How much does one 
of these 
cost and where can I get one?’ he asked, testing. 


Danny Boy scowled. 'Hell, | wouldn't have the faintest. My 
former 
manager gave it to me as a present.'. He snorted. 'I paid for 
it fifteen 
times over, | guess.’ 


‘It's a tough racket.’ 


‘Yeah. .: yeah.' Danny Boy prowled into the bedroom 
again . Ken- 
followed. 'Help me unbuckle these straps.' 


They fumbled and felt as they unbuckled. Danny Boy 
enjoyed the 
not so furtive gropes. Kerr did not deliberately molest the 
girl, but 
some of the leather was fastened to parts in such a manner 
that it was 
damned impossible to loosen anything without accidentally 
getting a 
handful of not too prívate (at the moment) delights. 


Struggling with Kerr's able help, Danny Boy dressed the 
girl. 
Luckily she wore the absolute minimum under a flowing, 
kaftan-style 
dress. 


I'll call a taxi mate of mine. He knows where to take her,' 
the punk 
star said at last. 


Kerr watched the girl's face. Her eyelids moved slightly, 
her mouth 
twitching as though she was suffering. 


‘She's regaining consciousness,' he told Danny. 


‘Shit - some days everything goes wrong!' Danny Boy 
bent over 
her, kissed her lips. When her eyes popped wide open he 
said, too 
quickly, 'We've got company. You're dressed and going 
home. ' 


Kerr suddenly took a major dislike to Danny Boy. He knew 
instinctively that the beating and bondage bit had been 
the star's scene. 

Not Simon's. Not Mr Mystery. Just a geezer called Danny 
Boy. 

The girl played her part to the hilt and won Kerr's 
admiration for 
loyalty, if not an Oscar. 'Man, it's been wonderful. | needed 
those forty 
winks.! She got off the bed, hiding her anguish. 


Kerr watched her leave, asked, ‘Aren't you calling the taxi?’ 


The star went through the motions, speaking like a 
coalmine boss to 
the new boy going down the shaft for the first, terrifying 
time. His 
manner served to chalk up another dislike notch in Kerr's 
mind. 


‘When do you dress?! Kerr asked a few minutes later. 
Danny boy glanced at his watch, an expensive gold 
digital. 'Now - 
the maids will be here in approximately three minutes. ' 
Kerr figured he would let the punk star have some 
privacy. Since 
he was strictly for women and did not have one 


homosexual bone or 

sinew in his entire body, he saw no percentage in 
watching a youth 

dress., He re-wound the cassette tape, played back what 
he had. The 

quality was a little lacking, but the mike had range okay. 
He left the 

operating switch at OFF and sat drinking cold coffee. 


Three minutes and forty seconds from the moment of 
Danny Boy's 
prediction, the door opened and in walked a maid. One 
maid, whereas 
the, star had said 'maids'. 


‘Danny?' The maid's face underwent an agony of 
indecision as she. 
stared at Kerr. 


Not bad, for an older woman, Kerr thought. And she's 
made it with 
the kid! Recently, judging by that flush starting down 
where her neck 
and torso joined. 


‘Oh, hi, Mrs Henderson.’ Danny Boy came from his 
bedroom. 'This 
is a reporter. He's doing a feature on me.’ 

Mrs Henderson nodded, eyes flashing questions at the star. 
TIl start 
in there,’ she said, going straight as a whore in desperation 
for the 
bedroom. She brushed past Danny Boy, giving him the whip 
of her 
good breasts on the upper arm. 


If you can spare a moment?’ Kerr asked. 
‘Yeah - what about?' The punker had notions. 
‘The routine for today. ' 


‘Christ, don't fuckin' bug me!' Danny vanished into the 
bedroom, 
and immediately the sound of a woman's surprised gasp 
came wafting 
out on lust's wings. 


Kerr sweated blood. Did this creep think he was going to sit 
twiddling his bloody thumbs to the rhythm of bedsprings 
going about 
their most basic musical function? 


Danny Boy had brains. He wanted to keep the Henderson 
bit on the 
boil. He had enjoyed doing it with an older bird. In fact, she 
had 
smothered him in inventiveness. Straight be damned. Once 
she got 
swinging she'd ball to any tune. He gave her a few fast, vital 
feels. 
Kissed her on the mouth, sneaked a knocker out and nibbled 
it. Then, 
her hand testing for virility, he extracted himself from the 
web and 
future nest and backed from the bedroom. 'Fine, Mrs 
Henderson,' he 
said loudly, winking suggestively for her benefit only. 'You 
can change 
the sheets tomorrow morning. ' 


Kerr grinned, the cassette going. 


‘Breakfast consists of taking a taxi and heading for La 
Source, a 
stretch-or-starve bistro frequented by rockers and fellow 
music-lovers. ' 

‘1 could use something solid in my belly,' Kerr agreed. 

‘Well, what better to start the day off than a shot?’ 


Kerr accepted the half water glass of Scotch with 
misgivings. He 


wished somebody, some time, would offer him wine or beer. 
Scotch at 
this hour gave him mental visions of stumbling through the 
afternoon. 


T'll check on what the maid's doing,' Danny Boy said. 
‘Ask if she has a friend,’ Kerr flung. 

That obvious, eh?' 

Christ, plain as the Cross. ' 


A flicker of annoyance flitted over the punk star's face. 
Don't 
blaspheme.' 

‘ls it wrong to say- that, or wrong to lay another guy's 
wife?’ Kerr 
asked contemptuously. 


‘She asked for it!' 
‘And you weren't slow at taking the offer.' 
'We made it together,' Danny Boy defended. 


Mrs Henderson came from the bedroom, face crimson. Her 
eyes 
showed signs of brief crying. But her fists, balled into 
knuckles, spoke 
louder even than the words she grated. ‘Bastard! Little 
show-off! You 
couldn't resist it, could you? You just couldn't resist saying | 
was easy! 
She jumped forward, knuckled Danny Boy where it hurt 
most. He 
doubled, and the woman hopped over his kicking legs and 
marched to 
the door. 


Kerr felt obliged to say, 'I won't speak about this. ' 


She swung, face beginning to crumble again. 'l'm handing 
inmy 


notice. | don't care what you say about me now.' 


Kerr waited while Danny Boy suffered indignity. Ten more 
minutes 
of the star's day went on slowly grinding wheels into 
eternity. Painful 
minutes. 


‘That bitch! That whore bitch!' 


‘Yeah, they're all the same.’ Kerr's loathing came through 
loud and 
Clear. 


‘Fuck you, too!' Danny Boy disappeared into the loo. Kerr 
imagined he was making an examination, seeing if the 
equipment was 
in working order. 


‘Let's go,' the star yelled as he came from the loo. His eyes 
said he 
was Okay, but sore. His hurry said something else - he was 
not going to 
be pleased at having Kerr round his neck all day. 


La Source proved to be the exception to every rule. It had a 
fine 
French chef, tablecloths, candles in bottles and a printed 
menu. And it 
was a greasy spoon. Maybe, Kerr mused, inflation is going to 
bring 
about the ruination of every worthwhile restaurant in 
London. He had 
seen others go into decline. Not places with pretensions of 
French 
grandeur like La Source, but some where a guy could have 
taken his 
bird for a decent, if uneventful, meal. Now, they slapped 
down cold 


Chips with thin, greasy hamburgers or dished up fish from a 
frozen 
pack under the guise of freshly caught sole. 


Looking at the customers who came to La Source for 
breakfast, he 
recognised a sad fact - for people like this the word 
‘gourmet! had 
absolutely no meaning. Nor did ‘manners’ or ‘etiquette’. The 
longest 
arm, the fastest jaw action got the shark's share of anything 
reaching a 
table. Beans served in earthenware pots, toast in silver-plate 
racks, tea 
from a bargee-size pots, all went in a wild, jungle-grab 
swoop. Aman 
didn't dare blink in case he was left with an empty plate. 


Danny Boy had his avid followers here. He also, had a 
table 
reserved. None of the scramble for missing eggs for him. 
He had his 
meal brought and it stayed right before his place setting. 
But the food, 
if slightly better than that the mob noshed, lacked 
imagination. The 
chef, it appeared, had given up his private ghost. 


Kerr kept his recorder running. Some of the table 
conversations 
were sizzling, some plain filthy, and all displayed the same 
total 
disregard for authority and those who would dare venture 
an opinion at 
odds with their own. One thing came across into Kerr's 
cassette 
microphone - the educational standard was shockingly low. 


‘This is punkville,' Danny Boy remarked. 'These are the 
kids of 


tomorrow. ' 
Kerr snorted, 'Whatever happened to the Queen's English?" 
‘You want to know what I think?" 


‘I'd love to know.' Kerr didn't give a. damn what the star 
or his 
followers thought’ But his sarcasm was wasted. 


‘We're on the brink of a major breakthrough,' Danny Boy 
said, 
reverting to his 'brain' persona. This country has always 
retained a 
leaning for the ancient Saxons. We hear the tales of the 
Norman 
Invasión and .sympathise with those hide-covered farmers 
and their 
little village, communes. Saxons and Anglo-Saxons in the 
beginning, 
were a randy, fighting, crude lot. The four-letter words we 
frown upon 
today were directly handed down from them. Not in the 
courts, mind 
you But in the streets - where it counts. We've grown tired of 
being 
nice people, of being pushed around by the Frogs, Huns, 
Yanks, Japs. 
We've reached the end of tolerance with bowler-hats telling 
us, in 
Queen's English, what to do and where to do-it and when to 
do it. 
These kids are the nucleus of an army. A people's army. Not 
commies. 
Not any political, string-pulled puppets. . But free kids 
wanting their 
music first, their country next.’ 


Kerr stared in amazement. He had no idea that anybody 
believed, 


as he sometimes did, that music could calm the brutal 
boob or inflame 

the muscular arm. That it was, in so many ; parts of the 
world, the 

battle-cry. The launch-pad for revolution. 


Danny Boy smiled mockingly . 'You’ll print that, eh?' 
'Yes,' Kerr replied simply. 'Honestly. 


‘It won't get across unless it's in a fanzine, you know,' he 
added.’ 


‘And they wouldn't let me in the door with my type of 
story,' Kerr 
grinned, thinking about Steve Pepper and his ilk. 


‘New Wave, punk most and foremost,’ Danny Boy 
continued from 
his egotistical soapbox, ’is the voice of youth. The heat of 
teenagers. It 
says what they feel, feels what they say. So the 
Establishment has a 
down on The Sex Pistols. Why? Maybe it's because Les 
Pistols are so 
close to grasping the heart-thud of every kid in the land. 
And don't tell 
Johnny Rotten | said that. I'm the greatest. My band is the 
best. But 
those Pistols have something.’ His face took on a worried 
expression, 
and his tone grew jealous. 'Those Pistols,’ he repeated as if 
to himself, 
‘have fuckin' something.’ 


Kerr heard his cassette make a metallic noise. He quickly 
ejected 
the used cassette, turned it, switched on fast. But Danny 
Boy had 
spoken and there was nothing else to record. Except the 
exchange 


between Francois and Danny Boy. And the noise of chairs 
scraping for 
an exit. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Joey scanned the sheets of figures on the desk in front of 
him, and 
scowled. He did not agree, not one iota, with Spins’ 
accounts. Since 
they did not belong to the accredited bureau which 
guaranteed that 
circulation figures were accurate, he mistrusted their 
advertising rate 
card. . And that, as any publisher would say, made thé 
différence 
between flop and success. 


‘Shit, man, I'm no bloody fool,’ he rasped to Spins 
representative. 


'We have gone over the accounts for the last week and 
what you 
have there - ’ the smallish, greying man said. 


‘Is bullshit!’ Joey laughed. 'Go back and tell that idiot I'm 
offering,’ - 
he glanced at the total showing on the sheets - 'half this!’ 


If that is final?' The smallish man strung hope along. 


‘It's more than final. It's a threat. If you keep me waiting 
another 
day,, this offer is dropped by one hundred grand.’ Joey 
puffed on his fat 
cigar, fat cheeks jellying, fat arse sore on his cushionless 
chair. 


The other collected his papers, slipped them into a black 
briefcase. 


‘Oh, by the way.' Joey had kept his cannons to the end. 
Now, he 
fired the final salvo. 'I won't require the staff. They'll be paid 
redundancy at the minimum rates. ' 


‘The unions wouldn't tolerate a situation like that.' 

‘Let me handle the bloody unions,' Joey snapped. 

‘But the staff. .. Steve Pepper would do something awful.4 
‘Steve Pepper?' Joey enquired wickedly. 

‘He... he is very influential. ' 


‘I've investigated. There isn't one man alive who will mourn 
his 
passing,' Joey promised. 


Steve Pepper listened to the news without comment. Only 
when the 
real bomb dropped did he suffer shell-shock. He was a 
sailing ship 
becalmed. An Indian up a creek without a paddle for his 
leaking canoe. 
A mountaineer trapped on a high peak that was about to 
blast off into 
the stratosphere as the Earth's gases came surging, pelting 
up a volcano 
outlet. 


‘I'm sorry, Steve. We find it impossible to keep going. The 
buyer 
insists on bringing in his own staff.' 

‘You can't...' Steve stammered. 

‘| have no choice. ' 


'I bleedin' have, you homo bastard!’ Steve yelled, sick to 
his 
poisonous, mean veins. 'l'll tell everybody what and who you 


bloody 
are! 


‘A little late for that, Steve,’ the man said, smiling wistfully. 
‘YOu 
see, with the proceeds | am saying farewell to England and 
going off 
into the sunset with me ... er.. . lover.' 


‘A bleedin' bloke!’ Steve accused. 
‘True, luv,' the man allowed happily. 


‘Then -' Steve Pepper stammered. 'Then I haven't got a 
fuckin’ leg 
to stand on!’ 


‘Depends which leg you mean, ducks,' the man joked. 
‘Cunt!' Steve yelled. 


The man watched his blackmailer leave his home for the 
last time. 
The word was already out - black Steve Pepper. Joey hadn't 
losta 
second getting the goods on too-clever Steve. The unions 
wanted no 
track with their Steve. The press unions were on the verge of 
anew 
pay deal, the best yet for their members. Steve could upset 
that 
arrangement. Therefore, Steve was sacrificial. 


Vi drank her Scotch, smoked her favourite black cigarette, 
and 
watched the parade pass the pub. She had this fascination 
for spying 
on people. She liked to imagine what they did for a living, 
where they 
were going, where they had come from. Tourists did not 
interest her 
much. They were here today, home tomorrow. And she 


found them so 
dull and stereotyped. Camera-clicking, rubber-necked, 
want-to-see-it-all-in-a-dayites. Dashing from Point 'A' to 
Point 'B' like 
beheaded ants. 

She selected a matronly woman and thought, There's a 
church-going mother of brats. 


A tall man in tweeds came into sight. Ah, he’s a porn 
writer. He’s 
got the lecherous features, the stripping eyes, the ice-cold 
talent to 
crawl inside dirty minds and recreate lusty arts. 


A young man sat at her table, gave her a smile and a nod. 
He drank 
beer. She dismissed him for a cub fresh from the bear-cave. 
Looking 
for a pick-up, bunk-up, vacation setup. She ignored him. 


A clock a hundred yards distant chimed the hour. She 
sighed. 
What was keeping him? Although she was trying to contain 
her 
excitement, she refused to let him treat her like this. She 
had to know 
the gory details. God, it was wicked to keep a girl in 
suspense. In 
suspenders, yes. Suspense, no. She could joke. That meant 
something 
trivial. She should pay a visit to a headshrinker. Get on a 
couch, have 
him paw her under the pretence of adjusting her clothing or 
making her 
that little bit more relaxed and comfortable. The dirty 
shrinker! Hands 
off shrink! Oh, Christ - all right! get on the couch with me! 
Get on 
me, if you want! 


She finished her Scotch, got up. The young man looked 


worried. 
Did he have B.0.? Was his approach all wrong? 


‘You can't win ‘em all, love,' Vi told him and walked away, 
singing 
to herself. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Raymond Kerr wondered if these studio engineers ever 
wished they 
had studied for another profession. He was bored to tears. 
Danny Boy 
may have sounded fantastic on stage with thousands of 
youthful voices 
hoarsely drowning the gaffs and covering the bum notes. 
But here, ina 
sterile studio, the monitors bursting his eardrums and the 
drummer 
sounding thick, sick, loonie and suffering from piles, Kerr 
wished he 
had picked a DAY IN THE LIFE OF A DUMB WAITER for his 
article. 


Listening to some of the comments from the studio 
technicians, 
Kerr wondered if he's stumbled into a parallel world where 
the 
inhabitants spoke some kind of loose English but with 
technological 
overtones. Sayings like, 


Bummed that third bar here ... 

Okay, we'll have to drop in on track five ... 

Yeah, and thicken up the vocals... 

Yeah, drown the bugger in echo... 

Need a limiter on that, guitar... sounds like shit... 


What the hell, we can sort it out in the final mix... lost 
him before 


he had discovered there was even a track. 


‘Can't you say anything in ordinary words?' he asked one 
unshaven, 
knackered-looking engineer running rings round a busty 
blonde who 
happened to be a producer. Of what? 


‘You're a journalist, huh?' 
‘Yeah - why?’ 


The guy sighed exasperatedly. 'Do me a favour, eh? Fuck 
off. That 
clear enough for you?' 


| won't ask another bleedin’ question, Kerr thought. What 
with 
Danny Boy bawling blue murder in the booth and these 
bastards 
Jargonising to dementation I'm silent. Like | wish the band 
was! 


Sweat dripped from Danny Boy. He flopped on a chair, legs 
out. 
He wore leather, had pins and rings and chains everywhere. 


‘Why the gear, Danny Boy?' Kerr asked. 'You're not on 
show. ' 


‘Psychological,' the punk rocker muttered. 'You've got to 
feel. Get 
the vibes. ' 


‘Are those pins actually stuck in?’ 


Danny Boy chuckled and tore the adhesive latched 
artefacts from 
his outer skin layer.- 'Not me, Kerr,' he confessed. 'l'm 
against 
self-infliction. ' | 

'What’s your next stop?' 


‘Bored ?' 


‘Yeah.’ 
‘Take sixty. I'm showering and switching gear.' 
‘TIl be back.’ 


‘Not here. No way, man. Get to this address.' He scribbled 
on 
another envelope. 


That reminded Kerr. 'Is Jim your name?’ 


Danny Boy shrugged. ‘Could be, Ray - only don't shout it 
from the 
fop of the Albert Memorial.' 


Kerr accepted the address. Saw the envelope was from the 
tax man 
to a Timothy O'Bryan. He noticed the star's amusement and 
cursed, 
grabbed his recorder and stomped from the studio. He was 
being got at. 


The gig had been a runaway success. Danny Boy's 
audience lapped 
up everything the band offered, and screamed, begged for 
more. Some 
of the kids came in the usual street gear. Some went out of 
orbit. The 
girls, especially. They had those trademark pins on their 
lower lips, 
arms, into nostrils and earlobes, A few wore see-through 
black wisps to 
let the band see they were one hundred percent punks. 


Arrangements made in advance took care of the mobs 
waiting to 
touch their New Wave heroes. Hardnuts tore into the eager, 
unviolent 
kids and cleared a path for the grand exit. 


In the wake of this excessive force, the kids stormed off in 
a gang, 
out for Ted blood. 

‘Don't you see this can't continue?' Kerr asked as they 
drove like 
speedway riders from the gig. 


Danny Boy scoffed, ‘It's the age, man. Aquarius. Means 
upheaval.’ 


‘Even you can't shove the blame on an era,’ Kerr 
acidly.retorted. 


Their chauffeur-driven vehicle stopped for a traffic, light. A 
motley 
band of Teds and - where did they come from? - Skins 
standing on the 
kerb spotted a punk rock 'uniform' and charged the car. 


‘Never mind the lights driver,' Danny Boy roared. !I'1l pay 
the 
fuckin' fine! Get weaving!" 


The driver needed no encouragement. Boots were already 
denting 
the bodywork. He let out the clutch, burned rubber and 
squealed away. 
He did a smart left-hand turn ahead of a hooting Mini, broke 
records 
from zero to sixty to slice between a Jag and Rover going in 
opposite 
directions, and managed to take yet a second comer on two 
wheels 
before coming to a gentle halt in front of a tube station. 


‘Out, you pair,' he growled across his seat. 'I don't care if | 
never 
work again. This is my own car, and I owe on it.' 


Kerr understood. 


Danny Boy did, too. But he was uptight. Bitchy, like a chick. 
‘Shit, man,' he protested, ‘I've paid in advance. You owe me 
one fuckin' 
ride to where I fuckin' wanna go!' 


The driver, weighed twice Danny Boy, had scars from 
brawling. 
His huge fist came out, up, around, and menaced the star's 
Jaw. 

‘Okay, you rule - now!' Danny Boy snarled, and got out on 
the 
traffic side. Almost letting the car's rear door get torn off its 
hinges. 


Kerr grinned, said to the driver, ‘You're in the seat that 
counts,' and 
made a more dignified exit than the punk rocker. 


On the pavement, a chill eating their bones, traffic 
humming past, 
people breaking step to stare at Danny Boy's stage gear and 
his 
snappy-nappy-habit, Kerr took the full impact of rude 
comments. The 
gist was, a guy of Kerr's age should have been a good 
influence on that 
kid - and wasn't. What a bad, bad boy he was! 


The house stood in a half-acre of ground in a typical 
suburban 
street. Not fifty yards away a council estate brashly lowered 
the 
property values where they were going. Danny Boy pointed 
to the 
estate. ‘It happens there, too. Fact is, punk gets into high 
gear on the 
estates, ' 


‘Yeah, | read a letter once,' Kerr remarked, lighting a 
cigarette. His 
throat burned from the tobacco smoke going down into his 
browning 
lungs. ‘Council estate rave-ups. Punks getting their rocks off 
with 
pissed-up chicks.4 

‘You'd better believe it's true!' 

‘Are you kidding me?' 


‘No way - let's ride!’ Danny Boy laughed, rubbed sweating 
palms 
down his thighs. 'This is some party. ' 


Raymond Kerr jolted when the front door of the house 
opened and a 
bird of sixteen or thereabouts flung her arms round Danny 
Boy and 
pressed her naked flesh to his leather. Behind the chick he 
saw dozens 
of gyrating, straining forms. And sound assaulted his ears. 
Rock. 
Punk rock. 


Brushing the bird aside, Danny Boy sighed. 'Christ it's too 
much 
for one guy to have!’ 


Kerr sank into a pit of ego-busted old age. The girl glanced 
at him, 
hustled her arse off in search of young thrills. What a way to 
die - and 
only in his twenties! Kerr followed into the house, slammed 
the door. 


Nobody heard. Nobody could. The walls shook under the 
sound and 
battering. 


‘Drinks are free. Helo yourself.' Danny Boy struggled out of 
his 
gear. 


It was that kind of scene. Freaked. 


Kerr switched off the Jap recorder. No cassette could take 
the 
noise-waff thrusting from a hi-fi in the main room. Nor the 
wild 
ravings of half-drunk kids letting off verbal pox to impress 
fully pissed 
birds too soused to know what was being said, or done. 


A kid of about fourteen wearing the standard pin said, 
through a 
dozen hiccups, ‘Ssshame ssshe'sss got no pills. | wanna 
ssssscrew her!’ 


The object of his alcoholic lust listed to port and kicked a 
fresh leg 
high, falling on top of a humping duo with no shame, no 
direction and 
no completion. 


‘The day in the life of a punk rock star,' Kerr said aloud. 
‘The day 
ends here! I've had it!' He didn't take the drink being held 
under his 
face. He swiped viciously and sent glass and contents flying. 
He 
opened the door, slammed it behind him. The street seemed 
so bloody 
ordinary. So overkill quiet. 


So wonderful. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Tuesday. Raymond Kerr dumped his finished article on his 
editor's 
desk and waited for a caustic remark. Instead, to the 
reporter's surprise, 
the editor said, 'You've been going all out on this, Kerr. | 
appreciate 
your dedication, but there's something which must be said. ' 


Kerr got the jumping muscles, those cliché butterflies in the 
abdomen. 


'We can't use this material. ' 


The words hit Raymond Kerr like the proverbial hammer of 
Thor. 
Automatically, to relieve inner tensions, he reached for a 
cigarette and 
lit it. 

The editor seemed green; off-key in the voice, too. 'You 
know how 
Fleet Street is at the moment, Kerr. We're cutting back every 
possible 
overhead. There's nothing against you. With luck and more 
money 
floating in on an advertising "good ship Lolly" we'll survive. 
Newspapers and newspapermen are good survivors. That's 
why | made 
a few telephone calls on your behalf, and - ' 


Kerr slammed a fist on the editor's desk. 'Damn it to hell 
and back, 
I've never failed on an assignment! I'm not the last man 


in by along 
shot. Has Toby or Mike or Sam been fired?’ 


‘Son, don't argue. Listen, there's a. senior post vacant 
and you're 
tipped.’ 


Kerr's anger dissipated, and he listened. 


‘The fat man wants to meet you. Wants to discuss terms. 
Now we 
know that talking terms is another way of saying what 
kind of salary 
are you expecting for responsibility, don't we?' 


Kerr shook off his astonishment. 'Fat man? What fat man?' 


'Joey!' The editor seemed stunned by Kerr's lack of 
inside 
know-who. 

‘Which ‘paper?’ 


‘Ah, that's not for publication yet. He's negotiating. But 
he wants 
his men ready for the off.’ 


Kerr thought the whole affair stank. ‘Smells in Denmark,’ he 
said. 


‘The smell of money, Kerr,' the editor reminded him. 
‘Okay, I'm fired. Where is Fat Joey to be found?’ 


Save the whale and lumbering, stupid newspapermen, 
Kerr thought 
as he left the building. He had an envelope containing his 
precious 
punk manuscript firmly in his grasp. He had a letter of 
introduction to 
Joey, the fat man. 


Joey? 
Fat man? 


He should have heard about him. Did everyone except 
Raymond 
Kerr know what made Joey, the fat man, so damned 
important? 


To blazes with saving pence. He took a taxi and sat back 
to enjoy 
the sights of London as the cabby detoured major traffic 
hazards and 
found backwater streets where one motorcyclist could 
foul-up a flow. 
Kerr reckoned he paid for seeing the sights. Twice around 
the clock. 


He stood gazing upwards at the concrete nightmare 
obliterating a, 
magnificent view of the Thames, and cursed London's 
planners for 
being so bullishly stubborn once they had decided to let the 
old capital 
lose its ancient flavour. No, that was wrong - its dignity was 
correct. 


He entered the new construction, discovered that only 
one entire , 
floor had been leased. So much for the crying need for 
office space. He. 
had a rush of sympathy for those who .suggested that 
these empty 
monstrosities be turned over to housing authorities and 
the unrented 
open-plan floors be sub-divided into flats for the 
desperate. But would 
that solve anything? He believed not. It would create 
slums where the 
crimes of centuries had been erased. Dear old London 
had taken so 
long to cleanse itself of slumlands. It would be a pity to 


start the clock 
on a backward ticking. 


A lift smelling of unuse whisked him upwards, to the only 
occupied 
floor - the tenth. He got out when the pneumatic doors 
whooshed open, 
and stood in a lobby where potted plants fought for air with 
a rather 
cool, immaculate receptionist. 


‘Your name? Whom do you wish to see?’ she enquired. 


‘| have this,' Kerr said, handing her the editor's personal 
introduction. 


The receptionist gingerly opened the white envelope and 
plucked - 
yes, plucked - a sheet of paper from inside. She read, 
glanced twice at 
Kerr as she consumed the sentences, then said, 'Take a 
pew, Mr Kerr.’ 


A pew! 


He had not heard that expression since schooldays. And 
only by 
one master then. 


‘From where he sat he could look across the river, at 
streets of 
terraced houses and exhaust fumes rising from those same 
much-used, 
much-abused thoroughfares. He heard ships sounding 
warnings as they 
kept to their shipping lanes and went under bridges. He saw 
distant 
high-rise tower blocks blighting the skyline, and aircraft 
joining the 
queue for. a Heathrow landing. 


Stubbing his second cigarette in an ashtray he bent 
forward, asked 
the receptionist, 'Do | have an appointment yet?’ 


‘Oh, yes,' she said. 
‘For what time?' 


. Her look dusted the chip from his shoulder. 'I wouldn't be 
impatient. He's very busy. ' 


‘Ah, I'm glad. | thought he might be gazing from his 
window. Like 
| and from this, one.’ 


the receptionist smiled down into her lap, 


He liked conversing with her. He said, 'You must, find time 
a drag 
here.’ 


She raised her eyes. Hazel eyes, he noticed. Laughing, 
too. 'l 
cogitate a lot.’ 


‘Take a pew. Cogitate,' he said. 

‘Cheltenham Ladies College,’ she smiled. 

That explains a lot,' he agreed! 

Her head tilted quizzically. 

Just talking,’ he grinned, lighting another cigarette. 
‘There is a warning on the packet,' the woman said. 


‘Warning! By H.M. Government. SMOKING CAN DAMAGE 
YOUR HEALTH.' He looked up from reading the notice. ‘It also 
states 
LOW TO MIDDLE TAR. Is that bad?' 


She tossed her head. ‘It's far from funny. Smoking is 
dangerous. ' 


‘Proof, please." 


She opened her mouth, was saved from an educational 
cum medical 
explanation by a buzzer sounding. She flipped a switch, 
hidden from 
Kerr's sight, said, 'Yes, sir?' 


A voice drifted across the lobby. Metallic and from a fat 
frame. 
‘Send Kerr in!' 


‘Yes, sir,' the receptionist said and crooked a finger for 
Kerr's 
slavish obedience. 


‘No!' Kerr said calmly. 
‘No?' She appeared startled. 


‘Not for... ' He consulted his wristwatch. 'Not for ten more 
seconds. You see, | don't jump through hoops." 


The receptionist smiled graciously, said, 'Good luck, Mr. 
Kerr.' 


He replied, 'Thanks,' and went through a little door into a 
cavernous 
office. The space could have held two hundred industrious 
workers. 
Instead, rows and rows of empty desks confronted him like 
accusing 
beggars. Right at the far end, near a partition sat three men. 
One stood 
up and called, 'Up here.’ 


Kerr went up there. 


The man, Jacketless and with sleeves rolled up, said, ‘In 
there. ' 


Kerr discreetly knocked on a door marked PRIVATE. He 
heard a 
muffled sound, took it to be an invitation to enter and did. 


The fat man sat behind a massive modem desk, 
surrounded by 
filing cabinets and plush chairs. In the room, between the 
door and 
that enormous desk, were sofas, tables, machines which 
Kerr believed 
were recording and sound equipment, and a measured thirty 
feet. He 
walked, counting the number of strides. Yes, thirty-one feet. 


‘Raymond Ker;,' the fat man said, 'I shall be direct. You 
have 
written an exposé of punk rock. This makes you an authority 
on the 
subject - yes?' 


‘No, sir!' 


‘Good - a lie would have sent you packing. Take a seat, 
Ray.' 


Ray sat. Ray wondered what the hell was happening. 
How he rated 
an interview and being called Ray. ' 


‘Have you ever heard the name Spins?’ the fat man asked. 
‘It's a fanzine, sir. Er, a fanzine is -' 


‘Spins, eh?' A cigar appeared from a humidor, was 
treated to white 
teeth tearing off one end. Turning, the fat man expertly 
spat the end 
into a wastepaper bucket. Not basket. Bucket. An 
incongruity. A 
match flamed and smoke belched from the cigar. Only 
then did the fat 
man use his fat tongue to lick along the cigar's length. He 
squinted 
through the acrid smoke, asked, 'Are you available for a 
position, Ray?’ 


‘1am now. | was not this morning. ' 
‘Fired, eh?' 
'I suppose you could say that, sir.' 


‘| did!' The fat man's chins shook. He was enjoying this 
strange 
interview. 


‘Am I being presumptuous?" 


‘A good sounding word is presumptuous,’ the fat man 
interrupted. 'l 
prefer to ask, "am | being bloody taken?" and let the chips 
fall from this 
window.' He gestured at his large window. 


‘Am | being taken for a bloody ride, sir?' Kerr asked, 
suddenly at 
ease. 


‘You have been. You are not now.' 
‘l don't quite follow, sir.' Kerr tensed up again. 


‘Relax, Ray - | don't have a reputation for biting my future 
sons-in-law!' 


Kerr jumped to his feet. 'What? Since when am la 
prospective 
son-in-law?’ 


‘You are one in five under consideration,’ the fat man coolly 
sald. 


‘And do I know your daughter? Or is that daughters?' 
‘Single - one - a beautiful girl.' 

‘Do I know her?' Kerr's voice held an urgent edge. 
'Yes.' 


‘And her name?' Kerr had a sensation of not wanting to 
hear the 
reply. He sat down, lit a cigarette. 


The fat man waited for his moment. Finally said, 'Tessa 
Maimie. ' 

Kerr frowned, 'I have never met a girl called Tessa Maimie.' 

The fat man smiled. ‘She likes to be called Vi.' 


Chapter Sixteen 


His name was Joey. His surname, was Sutton. His was the 
money 
that had built several empires, all connected with music or 
the stage. 
Before the King called on his services in the Marines, he had 
died a 
thousand deaths before audiences from Penzance to Perth. 
One of the 
old breed of stand-up comics, he could turn a quick fiver 
composing 
lyrics for a song, write a skit for the competition, or arrange 
a charity 
performance for the old folk in his East End. 


Once out of the Marines, he had refused offers to go back 
on the 
boards. Not for him the actual greasepaint. He had 
ambitions. The 
smell of the theatre was strong in his nostrils, but he could 
see far 
ahead of his compatriots. It would not last. Inventions born 
in war 
desperation would take control. He wanted to be ready for 
the 
breakthroughs. 


He started an agency, booking old mates and recruiting 
new talent. 
That was not a money-maker. It gave him the wherewithal to 
cash in 
on new developments, though. As he banked each grand he 
laid plans 


for its re-use. An investment here. A partnership there. A 
finger ina 

hundred pies. And the profits got to him. His wife divorced 
him and 

his daughter went to boarding school and then to finishing 
school and 

became the thorn in a steomother's side. The clash of 
personalities 

resulted in heavy drinking. But he could not go wrong in 
business. . 


Kerr knew that much from Joey in person It was a brief 
pen-sketch, supplied by a father who sincerely wanted his 
daughter to 
find happiness, a businessman offering a senior post to a 
relatively 
untried young journalist. 


‘Spins,’ Kerr said in exasperation as he and Vi sat in her flat 
discussing the ridiculous affair. 


‘And why not Spins?' she asked. 
'I would last a month at most.’ 
‘You're afraid,' she said, surprised. 


He considered her flat statement. Helping himself to her 
Scotch, he 
gestured with the bottle over her glass, got a negative shake 
of the head. 
Was she annoyed by his doubts? It was most unusual to 
have her opt 
out of a drink. 


'Yes,' she repeated, ‘you're bloody afraid of the challenge!’ 


Smoking, drinking, basking in the comfort and warmth of 
her flat, 
Kerr tried to fathom his reasons for hésitation over what was 
a 
generous offer. He could see now that the whole deal had 


been a 

set-up. He had been fired from his job on the strength of 
Joey's offer, 

which his former editor must have assumed he would-grab 
willingly. 

Everybody had faith in his ability except himself. 


‘Say something, damn it!' Vi snapped. 


If it was a challenge within my field | wouldn't worry,? Kerr 
sald, 
taking another drink. ‘But it isn't. Music - that's what scares 
me. 
Writing about music, music, music. ' 


The girl sighed, poured a drink. She understood his fears, 
but knew 
he could succeed. She seldom stuck her nose into her 
father's business 
deals. This one she had engineered. And all because the 
gent liked her 
love-making! No - she took that back. She could never be 
totally 
guided by her penchant for sex, or how a man appealed as a 
bed-mate. 
She honestly thought Ray had the makings of a damn fine 
editor-in-chief. And the way he had tackled this punk rock 
thing had 
convinced her of his ability. 


‘If only it was general magazine work,’ Kerr said. 


' 'You would have complete charge of everything,’ she told 
him. 
‘Assign the disc reviews to somebody else. You would then 
be free to 
concentrate on articles dealing with violence, underage 
drinking, 
exposés of those who need to be shown up for what they 
are.’ 


His eyes closed. He visualised the magazine make-up 
under a new 
management. Under his guidance. 


‘You can do it, Ray!'. 
I'd run my punk stuff first issue,? he said. 
‘You can do it, Ray.4 


His eyes opened and he laughed. ‘Quit the brainwashing 
Job." 

'Go ahead, tell me what kind of material you would write, ' 
she 
urged. 


‘I'd have person-to-person interviews with kids in the 
street. Give 
them a page for getting things off their chests. Mind you, the 
basic 
requirement would be music.' He shook his head, the mists 
rolling 
away. 


Vi guzzled her Scotch. She had a slight case of the woozies, 
but 
didn't care. Her cigarette put itself out in the ashtray and 
she didn't 
light another. She felt high on speculation. 


Ray leaned back, unaware of the changes in the girl, which 
was 
probably just as well. The last complication he wanted was a 
firm 
arrangement with her on a mutual future. He believed he 
had sorted 
her out. Sorted Joey out, too. No entanglements. No forcing 
his 
decision on Vi. 

‘Tell me more,' she said. 


'Have a nice Wednesday, it's the only one you'll get this 
week,+ he 
quipped. 

‘Ray!' Her voice held a steely ring. 

‘Okay,’ he laughed. 

‘Drink up,' she advised. 

‘What's this? Trying to get me so sozzled I'll sign a 
contract?’ 


With her legs curled under her, she rested her head on his 
shoulder. 
‘Would | do anything so underhand?' she asked. 


‘You, young lady, would stoop to any deviousness to get 
what you 
wanted. Man - when Joey told me | was a prospective son- 
in-law.. .' 


She giggled. 'He did blow that one!’ she admitted. 
‘And you planted the bug,' he accused her. 

‘Yeah, didn't I just!’ 

‘Well, that's skipped. ' 


She squeezed him where it could neither hurt or incite 
reaction. 
When he didn't squeal in agony she sighed aloud, 'Skipped, 
but 
temporarily. 

‘And you can knock that off.' 

‘Ray, answer me one thing truthfully - do | get under your 
skin?! 

‘You're getting there,’ he admitted. 

She grunted, did what came naturally and bit his shoulder. 


‘Are we or are we not, discussing my future?' he asked, 
without 


annoyance. 


‘Yes, and please make it brief,! she said. ‘I'm getting in that 
mood. ' 


He eased her off his shoulder, filled his glass and went to a 
chair. 
Her accusing eyes followed him. Green, passionate eyes. No 
longer 
flat, no longer giving the impression that life held no further 
interests, 
no surprises, no experiences to get excited over. 


'Let me run through this offer again,' he said, avoiding her 
dismay 
at the prospect of a lengthy chat session. 'I will have 
editorial 
responsibility, full control. | can appoint my own staff, within 
certain 
minor restrictions. Joey has given his word - which | respect 
- not to 
interfere with magazine content. Our masthead will carry an 
“under 
new management" announcement for the first ten issues. 
We will have 
a new distribution agreement and spot ads on television 
telling the kids 
what our policy is.' 


‘Great, you covered every point,' Vi said across the space 
separating 
them. 'Now, come here.' He patted the sofa. 


‘And I don't know if I can do it!" 

She sat upright. 'No?' 

‘No! 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Music,' he said simply. 

‘Music!' she spat. 'l'm beginning to loathe that word. ' 


‘You and me both,' he agreed. 

‘Ray, I've a suggestion - sleep onit...' 
‘It, or you?" 

‘Both! 


‘And | suppose you wouldn't want me to think about 
anything 
except the bloody job?' 

‘Well. . .' she smiled provocatively. 


He rolled away from her perspiring flesh and gasped, 
‘Christ, you're 
fantastic.’ 


‘l'd make a bloody good wife.’ 


‘No - you make a bloody good lay. There's a world of 
difference. ' 


'A wife,' she said, coming up on an elbow and gazing down 
on his 
nakedness, 'can be more than a mother, housecleaner, 
clothes-washer, 
food preparer.’ 


‘Yeah? 


‘I'd be one of those women who always greet their 
husbands with a 
kiss when he comes home from work. From Spins. l'd be 
wearing a 
sexy outfit, have a candlelight dinner ready for serving, a 
chilled bottle 
of wine on tap, and a sign on my chest saying, come and 
get it, mate!’ 


He joined her in laughter. God, she had him in her cupped 
hand. 


Chapter Seventeen 


The staff at Soins watched him enter. The blasting music 
was 
missing. The floor looked like it had been swept within the 
past 
minute. Steve Pepper did not occupy his cubby-hole office, 
which was 
completely bare. 


Raymond Kerr walked into what had been Steve's office. He 
got an 
immediate attack of being hemmed in. 


‘Ray, how about letting us know the score?’ a voice asked. 


I'm not certain yet what is going to happen,' he admitted 
honestly. 
'I haven't accepted the job. ' 


'Eh?' 


Kerr grinned and confronted Steve's minions. He had spent 
two 
hours that morning reading back copies of Spins. Steve's 
column was 
out, no matter how matters developed. Joey had agreed this, 
and Steve 
was out there, somewhere, doing the rounds. Begging for a 
job. Any 
job, according to early reports on his movements. 


‘No problems if we have to go,' another man said. 'I can 
return to 
Canada.' 


Ray glared at this individual. 'You are?' 


'Tat Groswicki.' 

‘How old?' 

‘Twenty-four. Why? Has the age limit been lowered?" 
‘Upped,' Ray said, and added quickly, ‘if |! come in.' 
‘I'm out, then,' a teenager said. 

‘Your name. is?’ Ray asked, 

‘Silly tT Billy Williams. ' 

‘What's silly?’ 

The kid shuffled in silence. 


Ray pointed at him. 'Words are our stock in trade. Don't 
throw one 
away - ever. Silly what, Billy?’ 


One of the others explained. ‘About six months ago a 
printer made 
an error. His by-line went out as Silly. Williams. ' 


'Okay,' Kerr said. 'That's an explanation. You could have 
filled me 
in, Billy.' 


'Yeah;' the kid agreed. 
‘Now - politics . . .'. 
They seemed to bristle. 


Ray continued, 'We have none. We're a music publication. 
And 
music is removed from politics in my book.' 


‘Nobody can separate them today,! a burly individual said. 


‘1! can. And you've been separated from Spins.' Ray 
suddenly knew 
he had taken the job. The knowledge gave him fresh 
incentive. He had 
been so sure all these guys were for the dung-heap. Joey 


had too. They 
all had notice to quit. Yet... 


‘I'll let you in on a top secret,’ he grinned. 'We are moving 
to new 
quarters. Down by the river. A central position with a flash 
front to 
impress advertisers. ' 


How would Joey take this, he wondered. There had not 
beena 
discussion on moving offices. Certainly not to Joey's huge 
tower block. 


‘Those of us who are still employed,’ Pat Groswicki said, 
somewhat 
glum. 


'You are - for sure,' Kerr told him. 


Faces expressed concern for futures so diverse that it 
would have 
taken a genius to sort out the possible combinations. 


Ray relented. 'Look, I'm not jumping guns. | refuse to 
make snap 
decisions on staff. | could say fifty percent are automatically 
redundant. Frankly, | don't like your collective style or 
backgrounds. | 
especially don't like knowing that Pepper recruited you. ' 


‘And you don't like us taking backhanders, either,’ Pat 
remarked 
caustically. 


‘That is out. O-U-T,' Kerr stressed. 
'We suspected that would be your attitude,' Pat said. 
‘Good fuckin' bye,' one reporter added and walked out. 


‘| couldn't exist on a straight salary,’ another snorted and 
followed 
his mate. 


Raymond Kerr waited for the rest to reach a conclusion. 
When no 
one spoke, he said. 'I'll come down like a ton of iron on 
anybody 
accepting a bribe to plug a song. Or a band!’ 


‘The recording creeps won't take kindly to that,' Pat 
mentioned. 


‘If they want an unbiased opinion they'll go along,' Ray 
said, sure of 
his ground. . 


‘That's what they don't want,' Pat insisted. 'They'll, stop all 
advertising if we snub their releases. The bands will react, 
too.' 


‘And we'll tell the kids,' Ray promised. 
‘There's a rumour you've blown punk,' Pat egged. 


. Ray laughed, lit a cigarette.. That reminded him. 
‘Incidentally, 
there'll be no dope - smoking. No mention of a drug scene 
in coverage 
unless it's going to encourage the readership to give up the 
habit. 
Okay?’ 

Pat shrugged. 'Suits me. | indulge at home, and then only 
infrequently. ' 


Still another Steve Pepper boy quit. Without a word, and 
was 
joined, after a reluctant battle with his kick, by Billy 
Williams. 


‘This staff problem ts sorting itself out,' Kerr said. He 
nodded to 
Pat. 'You're my number one. And don't ask me why.' 


Pat grinned. 'We haven't talked money, chief.' 
Chief! Chief, indeed. The title sounded terrific in Ray's ears. 


‘We've lost the extra,' Pat mentioned. 


‘Leave that with me until this afternoon,' Kerr said. ‘I've a 
few 
kinks to straighten out, not least being my own contract.' 


‘Do we get a sheet out this week?' Pat asked. 'We have 
advertising 
commitments, ' 


‘Do what you can,' Ray instructed. ‘I'll okay make-up when I 
return. ' 


Joey listened through cigar smoke to Ray's ideas and the, 
submission that Spins, should be based in his building. He 
heard 
proposals for salary increases, restructuring of the top flight 
executives 
and a request for Vi to join the staff. 


'Tessa,' Joey said, ‘decides for herself. And, please, Ray - 
don't call 
her Vi again. ' 


'I want her as my girl Friday,' Ray insisted. If she is there to 
guide 
and criticise we have a chance to make Spins a nationally 
acceptable 
fanzine. ' 


‘your scheme to eliminate pot-smoking would suffer a 
serious 
setback having Tessa employed,' Joey reminded him. 


‘You know she indulges?’ 


‘I know my daughter. | deplore some of her habits, but 
she's 
stubborn and can't be told not to do this or that. In time 
she'll come 
round. In time.' 


If she wants me to accept the job -' 
‘That would get her back up!’ 
I'll take the risk,' Kerr smiled distantly. 


‘Right, it's your baby. Now, | agree to salary increases 
within 
reason. | also agree to Spins having the floor below this. 
Restructuring 
will wait until we've got a few issues under our belts. I'm not 
pushing 
it, because the good will of all concerned is vital for the new 
project. 
You understand?’ 


Ray nodded. 
‘Now, call Tessa.' 
‘From here?’ Kerr sounded alarmed. 


‘Use the telephone outside if you're afraid to speak clearly 
inmy 
austere presence. ' 

That was worth a write-up,' Kerr grinned. 


‘Bleedin' cheek,' Joey laughed. As his fat wobbled he said, 'I 
must 
go on a diet.' 


Vi-Tessa refused to commit herself. Basically she objected 
to Ray's 
insistence on no hash during office hours. It was not that she 
could not 
surrender her right to indulge whenever or wherever she 
wished. It was 
Just the way Ray made it a condition of employment. Like a 
parent 
saying you could have a sweet if... 


‘Christ, Tessa!' He had it straight in his mind at last. ‘Joey 
has 


given me everything on a silver salver but | need you. Don't 
sulk on 

me. How difficult is it to accept conditions if it's what you 
wanted for 

me?' 


‘Ray, can't you see how | feel?’ 

He wished he could actually gaze into her eyes. 
‘No, I'll think it over,' she said. 

‘And how long are we all supposed to wait?’ 


‘Are you putting a time limit on the decision?' She sounded 
antagonistic. 


‘I'm afraid there has to be a given time, Tessa.' 
‘Yes, | guess you're right but... 

‘Please, Tessa. You're a big girl.’ 

‘You should know!' 

‘Come off that!' 

‘| haven't got on.' 

‘Tessa!’ 

‘Yes, Ray?’ 

‘You're impossible!’ 

I'm not. I'm me. | hate being pushed. 

I'll be with Joey for about an hour. After that -' 
‘| have the Spins number.' 

‘You'll let me know?' 

I'll definitely telephone. That's all I'm saying.’ 


Raymond Kerr wondered if every woman had this in-built, 
infuriating character trait. He slammed his telephone down, 
stalked 
into Joey's office. 


The fat man smiled an 'I told you' smile. 


‘Can we discuss our television campaign?’ Joey nodded, 
and had to 
ask,' Did she agree?’ 


‘Not yet. ' 


‘That's Tessa’ the man said resignedly 
‘Forget Tessa,' Kerr said. There are important - 
Joey's telephone rang at that point and the fat man lifted 
it, listened , 
without letting his expression alter, and grunted, 'Right' 
before 
returning the instrument to its rest. His eyes studied Ray's 
face, liked 
what he was seeing. 'That was Tessa. She agrees. ' 


‘We're off into orbit,' Ray chortled. 


'Yes, it would seem to be a perfect launch,' Joey agreed, 
more happy 
now than he'd been in far too many years. He could even 
look forward 
to his wife Jeanie and Tessa making up their old 
differences. 


Chapter Eighteen 


Money could open many doors. Power, from the top 
opened more. 
The combination of money and power had the opposition 
running 
scared, as, Raymond Kerr discovered when he found out 
about Joey 
Sutton's festival operations. He had not been interested in 
music 
festivals, be they pop or classical, at the time of Kent 
County Council's 
decision to ban a proposed outdoor festival featuring 
many of the 
world's leading rock bands. He remembered the affair 
simply because it 
received national newspaper coverage. He had often 
wondered why a 
county council had reversed a major policy decision. 


Now, he knew. Joey had pulled strings behind the 
scenes. And 
Joey had been up to his neck in arranging festivals for 
many, many 
years. Nobody knew his name as a promoter of pop. That 
he left to 
Thompson and Shields and Grant, the three leading up- 
front men.. 


Ray found out quite accidentally. He telephoned Joey 
with an idea. 
Spins, once they moved into their new offices, would 
celebrate the 
occasion by sponsoring a punk rock festival. But he 


needed advice. 
Did Joey know how to contact the promoters of these 
events? 


And that was when the bomb went off! Because Joey 
confessed his 
many 'sins' and said he would start negotiations for Spins 
great festival. 


Danny Boy came to see Ray that same morning. News in 
the 
business travelled faster than Concorde. Casting a 
disgusted look 
round the crummy Spins office, the punk star came right 
out and said, 
‘I've consulted my legal eagle. He tells me | can refuse to 
allow you to 
use any conversations you recorded on my machine. ' 


Ray smirked. ‘Tell him, from me, to get stuffed. I've your 
voice on 
tape telling me the opposite. ' 


The star perched on Ray's desk, foot dangling and rocking 
toa 
mental rhythm. 'A court injunction could not do you any 
good at the 
moment, Kerr. This 'zine is on the rocks. One blast and the 
kids will 
fold your tent and cany you out to sea.' 


Ray took a layout sheet from his desk drawer and slid it 
across to 
Danny Boy. 'There - see if that is correct,’ he said. 

A banner headline screamed. 

PUNK ROCK EXPOSED 


How I Spent A Day In The Life Of A Major Punk 
Rock Star And Got The Lowdown On The Scene 


Danny Boy, leader of the band having the same name, Is a 
leading 
punk star. This is about a day in his life. More, it is the 
bizarre and 
confusing behind the scenes story of New Wave and those 
who oppose 
this latest musical form of self-expression by this country's 
youth... 


Danny Boy. got uptight a few times as he read Ray's 
faithful story of 
what he had seen and heard in Punkville, London, England. 


‘Now,' Ray. said as the star finished reading, 'can you see 
any court 
giving an injunction?’ 


Danny Boy sighed. 'Not a fuckin' chance, Kerr.' 
‘Then sign at the bottom. ' 
'Why?' The punk rocker was instantly suspicious. 


‘To confirm that | have not misused the information gained 
from 
using your recorder.' 


‘Am I giving you a blanket agreement?’ 

Only in so far as your role in the story is concerned. ' 

Danny Boy scribbled his signature. ‘Fact, Kerr,’ he grinned, 
‘| 


fuckin' like your style. | come across big.’ 
‘The image, eh?' 
‘The image,' he agreed. 


‘And it doesn't bother you that some kids will see you as a 
Sex 
monster?" 


‘No fuckin' way ... or, rather, in that way!' 
‘We're publishing this piece next week,’ Kerr told him. 


I'll buy a copy.' Danny Boy laughed. 'You need the bleedin’ 
money.' He waved, shouted obscenities to the staff and 
made a grand 
exit. 


Tessa came to Ray. ‘And that is that?’ 


‘Our lucky day.' He showed her Danny Boy's scrawl. ‘In a 
nutshell 
we're in.' 

Tessa said, ‘Dad phoned. He's got a provisional date 
arranged. ' 


‘Everything Spins,' Ray said. 
‘And the builders have just about completed the new 


offices,' the girl 
added. 


‘Get a definite moving day.' 
"Yes, chief...' She smiled and went away. 
Chief, again! It was terrific. 


Taking leave without permission, Kerr went to the pub 
nearest the 
Spins building. He ordered a large Scotch, sat down and 
contemplated 
getting pissed. He deserved a piss up. Since taking over as 
editor-in-chief at Spins he had slogged non-stop, without 
sleep, to 
produce his first copy. 


He thought about the guys working for him. It showed that 
first 
impressions were not necessarily accurate. They were 
wonderful guys, 
pulling all the stops to make SPINS - UNDER NEW 
MANAGEMENT 
work. The Steve Pepper image had gone for a burton. The 
tone of the 
fanzine had drastically altered. For the better, he trusted. 


Tessa came into the pub and frowned. ‘I've had a call from 
a lawyer 
representing Pepper. He swears they'll sue us for a million if 
we print 
anything defamatory about his client. The rumours are 
flying, master.' 


‘Good!' 


'What?' Tessa flung herself into a chair. ‘And buy me the 
same. ' 


Ray called out his order - one for her and another for him. 'I 
said 
"good" because the way I see this is, if Steve Pepper is 
worried enough 
to hire a solicitor we have a hot property on our front page.' 


'Maybe too hot, Ray.' 
Their drinks arrived. Tessa lit a cigarette. 


'We have positive proof of everything in the article.' Ray 
also lit a 
cigarette: 


‘Not about those Teds you spoke to at Sloane Square.' 
'They wouldn't mind what I said.' 


'I think there are a lot of people sitting on this fence, Ray.' 
She 
sounded worried. 


‘Let them sit or get off - it doesn't matter a damn,' he 
grunted. 


She sipped her drink, and Ray slung his back. The piss-up 
mood 
lingered. 


‘Easy on the hard stuff,' Tessa warned. 
‘I'm free, sister,' he quipped. ‘Free to get stoned.’ 
‘You are anything but free of responsibility. ' 


‘Look,' he argued, 'what needs to be done? The press, if 
one can call 
our battered machine a press, is rolling. And that brings me 
to Joey - 
will he fork out for a new press?’ 


‘Yes. | have already mentioned one.' 
‘Terrific. So what is wrong?' 
‘Don't become a slave-driver and booze-artist, Ray.' 


‘Am | a slave-driver?? 
The bloody worst.’ 


‘That's a credit,' he smiled. 


‘It's sad fact.' She stared at him, hard. 'Something's eating 
your 
guts out. What?' 


He shrugged. 'You!' 

‘Me?' 

Joey keeps plugging for a date.’ 

‘Dad can stuff that.’ 

‘Can 1?' 

‘Every night, Ray. Seriously, is the pressure bad?’ 
‘No, not really, it's me.' 

‘You don't want to make an honest woman of me?' 
‘| just want to make you." 

‘Legally, or - ?' 

‘Hell, how do I know?' 


She finished her drink, ordered refills for both. 'I think I'll 
get 
pissed, too,' she said. 


‘Do you have a hang-up?’ 
‘You! 


‘Me?' he asked. 
‘Let's get off this merry-go-round,’ she suggested. 
‘And then?" 


‘We'll take a walk down to the council offices and pay the 
man for a 
licence. ' 


‘Oh, no! Fuck, no!' 

‘You're sounding like Danny Boy,' she warned. 

‘He wouldn't marry anybody. ' 

‘I'm not anybody,’ she snapped. ‘I'm Tessa or Vi or "that 
girl"!' 

‘And so beautiful.' 

‘You're half-pissed already.' 

‘Yeah - let's walk.’ 


Chapter Nineteen 


They came from California. Another band arrived from 
Australia. 
Yet a third took the Shamrock Airline and brought a touch 
of the Irish. 
with them. In North London the posters announced that 
the district's 
favourites for national acclaim were also appearing. A 
Cardiff-local 
paper said that the Welsh punk rockers were: to be given 
priority for . 
tickets." 

Scotland sent three bands, - France had one scheduled 
and" two ' 
arrived. Germany got into the act with a combo dressing 
in SS gear 
Naturally! 

Ray Kerr watched them all arrive at the festival site 
through eyes ; 
that were cracked inside. Last night Had been,some 
party, he allowed. 

Danny Boy swaggered up, holding a copy of Spins,- 
‘Man, this is it!- 
he exclaimed.: 

‘Satisfied?’ Ray asked.’ 

‘Wouldn't you be, looking at those fans?' 

Ray had seen the fans, too. Thousands camping outside 
the site in 
tents, sleeping, on the ground covered .by newspapers. 


Ali. 
good-humoured, and all drunk this' morning. 
‘The fuzz are on patrol,’ Danny Boy said. 


'I asked for them.? 


‘You bleedin' what?’ 


‘This is going to be a tame festival. 'Good music but no 
antics.’ 
‘No hope, man.’ 


‘Bugger off,! Ray grinned. 'Go and get ready. Your 
admirers want 
to see the pins and chains and stuff.’ 


Danny Boy regarded his casual outfit,' said; 'Yeah - Hook 
awful.’ 


He winked and wandered away. 


Banners a hundred feet long proclaimed, SPINS ROCK 
FESTIVAL - OCTOBER’S GREATEST EVENT. The nights were 
Cold, the days short, but for Ray it was mentat summer. His 
life lay like 
a river winding ahead of him, .a tributary coming in at an 
angle to join 
the mighty torrent, making.it stronger. He thought about 
Tessa. They 
had the licence, a date set. Joey, showing what a father-in- 
law was all 
about, had a paper signing over Spins to them both. And a 
bank book 
with a hunk of carry-over bread ready for the happy couple 
the second 
that infernal knot was legally tied. 


Infernal? 


Ray's head buzzed enough from last night's booze without 
having 
second opinions on his forthcoming marriage. He still 


yearned to yell 
‘NO! Fuckin' NO!'Yet...' 


Tessa took his arm. She wore a too-revealing blouse and 
skirt slit to 
the panties! 'You' sir,' she said, 'need food in your gut.' 


'Very romantic,’ he replied. ‘And I'm not hungry.’ 

Tou'd better eat. We have a dozen disgruntled bands to 
satisfy. ' 

‘Satisfy?’ 

‘Give them the old pep talk and. explain why they're way 


down the 
performing order.’ 


‘Not again!’ 

‘Yes - still. 

‘Can't they understand?’ 

‘They do, but. there is. no harm in trying for a better slot. 
That's’ 

showbiz,".pal.’ 

‘I'm an editor-in chief - not a bloody organiser.’ 


‘May I:.remind you,’ she said cheerfully, you're the bright 
one who. 
suggested this festival:- Part of the. promotion campaign,-1 
think you 
said 

'Hell, let's; eat.' 

2K xX 


Rosie came from Leeds. She loved being the centre of 
attraction, 
and people certainly stared when she walked past with pins 
sticking 
through her lip. She was going to Spins' great festival and 


nothings was 
going to stop her getting there. Or so she believed. 


She stood by the side of the road with thumb out. She had 
no 
interest in the cattle watching her from the other side of a 
hedge. All 
she cared about was getting some silly bugger to stop. Once 
she was 
inside a car she would be carried miles closer to her 
destination, and 
she didn't care if the driver wanted a little something for 
offering her a 
lift. She wasn't a virgin. Hadn't been since her twelfth 
birthday. And 
the way her blokes insisted on getting their share ... God, 
sex was 
boring so often. 


A Mini-van came along, Rosie smiled, waggled her thumb. 
The driver leered at her. 'Punk, huh?' he asked. 

‘Yes, and proud,’ Rosie replied. 

‘Hop in.1 

She was in before she noticed the others. Then, before she 


could 
scream, they had her. 


‘Bloody Teds!' she yelled as they ripped the pins from her 
lip and 
tore her clothes in their hurry to rape her. She lay there, 
bleeding and 
unable to move. 


The festival, she kept thinking, as the seven Teds took her 
in turn. 


Rip, Jack, John and Ernie came from Bristol where punk rock 
strong. They wore slogans on their jackets and travelled as a 
ey expected something to happen, and figured that if they 
o ë the chances of being bashed were cut to the 
minimum. 


Rip, 16, had it worked out. 'If we see Teds we take for the 
fuckin' 
fields. ' 


They had no chance. The bully-boys came on motor-cycles. 
They 
busted through the hedges and scrambled across the fields. 
They split 
the punkers and bashed them individually. They used razors 
and iron 
bars, knuckles and feet. They left the four kids fit for 
hospital. 


Ray got news of the attacks and started to sweat. He could 
hear how 
angry the kids outside the site were. Some of the bands 
were worried, 
too. And mad. There was talk of showing the world what 
punks were 
about. 


Tessa came back from a visit to the nearby village. People 
there 
were putting up barricades in anticipation of a Teddy boy 
invasion. A 
radio announcer on a commercial station contributed to the 
fears being 
expressed when he swore that he had been ‘informed’ about 


a Skinhead 
revival to smash these rotten punks. 


Ray made urgent telephone calls to several recording 
outfits. He 
asked their top artists - especially the non-New Wavers - to 
get on the 
air, somehow, and plead for tolerance. The answers he got 
would have 
been comical if the situation had not been so tragic. 


Then, they made a break. One of the big, really big names 
in 
old-fashioned rock 'n roll in the States made a public 
announcement 
that he was flying to Britain to attend this ‘expression of 
youth' and 
wanted all his followers to join him in wishing the festival 
SUCCESS. 


Raymond Kerr rejoiced. The news went out on most radio 
stations. 


The telephone rang, and Ray answered. It was Joey 
Sutton. The fat 
man asked if there was anything else he could do to save 
the show. 


Ray's face darkened. ‘Anything else?’ he asked. 
‘Yeah - bleedin' hell, didn't I get you that Yankee guy?' 
Ray's face burst into summer smiles. 'You did that?' 


‘It cost ten thousand dollars,' Joey confessed. 'He hates 
punk rock.' 


‘Money talks, eh?' 
‘It always has, son." 


Ray went to find Tessa. She had no idea what her father 
was doing 
for them. When Ray finished telling her she grinned and 


suggested, 
‘We should have had him arrange a wedding on stage 
here.+ 

‘Please - I've got enough problems without adding a 
reception to my 
difficulties! 


'Difficulties?' she asked mystified. 


‘Yeah - can't you see forty thousand kids getting pissed to 
celebrate 
our wedding?’ 


Chapter Twenty 


All the national newspapers reported the festival on the 
front page. 
Some claimed it an outstanding success. Others were less 
enthusiastic. 
They took the violence, and soared it into orbit. 


The Daily Mirror said: SPINS SETS THE PACE. 


The Sun had a comment: '...and so what if these weird 
kids stick 
pins through their lips, they showed that a huge crowd of 
youngsters 
can enjoy their music, without trouble. ' 


The Daily Express said: ROCK ROLLS INTO MATURITY 
For Raymond Kerr the press clippings would be his pride 
and joy. 
Isolated incidents did not blot out the enormous success of 
his festival. 
He owed a debt of gratitude to the fat man, Joey Sutton. 
Had it not 
been for Joey's ‘hire service’ rescue bid, the old rock 'n 
rollers could so 
easily have destroyed the affair. 


Ray loved one comment. He read it aloud to Tessa as she 
sat naked 
on their wedding bed. 


‘Raymond Kerr's inspiration merits an award. When next 
they hand 
out those OBEs and MBEs or whatever, his name should 
top the 
entertainment section list.’ 


‘| wouldn't want a husband with a title,' Tessa said. 

‘And why not, Mrs Kerr?’ 

‘You're inclined to be a big-head, that's why. ' 

‘Am |, now?’ 

'Yes - big everything. ' 

He laughed and grabbed her, both of them eager and 
willing. She . 
squirmed to offer more of her body for his attentions. 

'Yeah,' he murmured proudly, 'Big everything!’ 

‘Oh shit - don't be so bloody vain!’ 

He turned her and landed a heavy palm on her buttocks. 

‘Language, darling!’ 

‘I'll give you language if you slap me again,' she chided. 
‘| don't 
care much for a spanking.’ 


‘Since when?' 

‘Since you said "I do"!'., 

That made a difference?! 

‘Damned right - here, I'll show you.' 
And she did. . 


Epilogue 


Mary Goleman,. aged eight, excitedly pointed at a man 
wearing a 
white stetson, cowboy, boots and a fringed buckskin 
Jacket. His shirt 
and slacks were almost ordinary compared to his other 
trappings. 

Mrs Coleman tugged at her small daughter, trying to find 
something to interest her other than the huge Texan who 
was now well 
aware of Mary's open-mouthed amazement. 


The American hunkered, and asked, in an affected movie 
drawl, 
‘Wal, wal - whatcha doin' hyar, lil'l gal?' 

Mary blushed furiously, hid her eyes between peeping 
fingers. 


The Texan winked to Mary's mother - an attractive thirty 
ina 
mini-skirt - and dug a silver dollar coin from his jacket 
pocket. 
Holding this up so that Mary could see it from behind her 
hand-sheltering shyness he said, 'Yup - l'm a genuine 
cowpoke. You 
know what a cowpoke Is, dontcha? And a dollar, too?' 


Mary breathed in deeply, overwhelmed by the encounter. 


Her hand slipped away from her eyes a tortured inch by 
inch. 'Yes,' 
she whispered, 


'Yuh take this hyar dollar an'; go find a candy-store,' the 
Texan said 
smiling and holding out the coin. 


Mrs Coleman shook her head. 'No,' she said quickly. ‘| 
don't allow 
her to accept things from strangers!’ 


The Texan nodded agreement. Getting to his feet he 
dropped the 
dollar, into the mother's hand. That's wise, ma'am,’ he said 
lightly. 
‘You can let her have it when she gets home. That's not the 
same, is it?’ 
and he glanced down at Mary. 'Yore maw's right,' he told her 
in his 
affected drawl. 

Several passengers waiting for the train to arrive watched 
the 
exchange with some amusement. There were others who, 
biased to the 
hilt, snarled remarks about those brash Yanks',- but they: 
were in the 
minority. 


The Texan tipped his stetson to Mary, winked at her 
attractive 
mother again and sauntered a few feet away. He thought 
about his own 
daughter arid her mother, his ex-wife, and wished to hell he 
had been 
as kindly generous with them. It hurt knowing that it had 
taken a 
divorce for him to see the error of his selfish ways. 


An influx of tourists off a mainline train swarmed ' on to 
the 


platform. Victoria knew nothing but rush hours during the 
summer. 


People carrying heavy suitcases, younger ones bending at 
the knees 

under the weight of rucksacks, old folk struggling with 
those bags on 

wheels, moved in a mass along the platform. 


The Texan read a wall advert, heard the whoosh as a train 
came 
down the tunnel. He moved forward, the train coming to a 
halt now. 


The carriage doors opened. Like energy released by an 
atomic 
explosion, several yelling, swearing Teds burst on to the 
platform. One 
-a hulking brute sporting slicked-back black hair and a 
drape jacket - 
barged into Mrs Coleman and sent the woman spinning off- 
balance. 
Her hand held to Mary's, pulling the girl into the path of the 
charging 
yobbos. 

Swearing under his breath, the Texan jumped forward, 
landeda 
solid punch in the Ted's belly and, almost simultaneously, 
grabbed the 
woman and child. 


'‘Bleedin! bastard!' a second Ted shouted. He looked round 
to be 
sure his mates were in support, yelled: 'Take the -' 


People trying to get luggage aboard were sent sprawling 
in the wave 
of angry, vicious youths pouring from the carriage. Like a 
swarm of 
human bees, they engulfed the Texan while the woman and 
child were 
brutally thrust aside. Mary cried, frightened out of her little 


wits. The 

Texan - no mean fighter against normal odds - found himself 
surrounded. A kick took his right leg from under him. 
Another boot 

landed in his groin. Knuckles artificially hardened by thick, 
rough 

rings, smashed into his face, head, neck and body. 


A whistled warning from a guard standing well back from 
the melee 
went the way of all authority - over the Teds' heads. The 
guard, scared, 
darted for his end carriage and activated the 'close doors' 
switch. The 
Teds inside the train put their backs against their doors and 
prevented 
those on the platform from being left behind. 


‘It's bleedin' Victoria!' one Ted inside shouted. 'We want 
Sloane 
Square!’ 


Piling back on to the train, letting the doors shut, the 
jeering Teds 
filled every window and gave the battered, cut, bruised 
Texan a 
succession of obscene gestures as the train pulled away 
from the 
platform. 


Mrs Coleman - her elbow grazed and skirt tom - clutched a 
screaming Mary to her thighs and gazed down at the Texan. 
His white 
stetson lay booted and flat under a seat. His buckskin 
jacket hung from 
him, its expensive fabric ripped. But it was the man's face 
that made 
the woman moan and turn away. Blood streamed from a 
broken nose, a 
fractured cheekbone stuck through beef-raw flesh, his eyes 


were puffed 

and slitted in agony, and his mouth hardly recognisable 
behind the 

blood splotching it. 


'Hooligans!' an elderly man snorted in disgust. 'Where are 
the 
police when they're on the rampage?’ He did not expect a 
reply. 

Across the tracks, on the eastbound platform, a coloured 
Underground employee rushed to a telephone and tried to 
warn Sloane 
Square what to anticipate, but he was too late. 


The Teds were already vaulting the inward barriers, 
knocking staff 
about, creating general mayhem as they poured out into 
the Square. 


* OK OK 


Jacques and Henri came from a hamburger joint counting 
their 
change. Neither could have believed that the exorbitant 
price ina 
window menu meant food nearly unfit for pig-swill, but that 
was about 
what they'd been sold. And in sullenness on a table 
unwashed since 
opening time that morning. They were disgusted, sorry they 
had been 
tempted to visit England at all. They were not to know how 
to pick an 
eating house, nor that the King's Road catered for the less 
discerning 
tourists. 


Henri shrugged in typical French surrender to the habits of 
these 
‘uncivilised' British. Smiling a little, he pointed at a gear 


shop. Now 

this was much better. This was what had decided them on a 
London 

visit. They were, after all, punk fans. They had tickets for 
that night's 

gig in Camden Town. 


Jacques studied a wide selection of jeans and denim 
Jackets. Henri 
paid more attention to footwear. Both paused in their 
deliberations to 
inspect a pair of girls strolling past. They liked what they 
saw, and 
noted the girls were more than willing to be the object of 
foreign 
admiration. 


Pointing at his tricolour denoting ‘France’, Jacques said in 
his 
pronounced accent, 'Oul... er... yez? You Engleesh?' 


One girl giggled, nudged her companion and winked. The 
second 
girl's eyes flicked up and down Henri. ‘He's mine,' she said 
softly. 


Jacques did not mind. So what if the girls had Henri pegged 
as the 
performer? He had never had a complaint when he got down 
to it 
between the sheets or anywhere else. ‘Let's go to a pub,' the 
second girl 
said, shaking her small bottom and touching her raven- 
coloured hair. 


'Yeah.' Then suddenly the girl froze, face expressing an 
inner terror 
as her gaze switched swiftly towards Sloane Square. She 
saw the wave 
of Teds, grabbed her companion. 'Fuckin' hell, let's go!' she 


almost 
screamed. 


Both girls took to their heels, vanishing into Markham 
Square. 


Henri shrugged again, bewildered. Jacques looked along 
King's 
Road and spotted the Teds. He quickly understood what had 
frightened 
off their little English wrens. His hand went inside his loose 
windcheater, fingers closing on the hilt of a wicked knife he 
carried at 
his waist. 


Henri caught on fast. He whipped his own knife from the 
sheath 
nestling in the small of his back and braced himself for the 
Teds' 
attack. This was not something to be experienced in London 
alone. 
They had come under fire in Paris, Lyons, Basle. Punks 
worldwide 
knew they had to fight for their music, but probably more so 
here. 


Two against how many? Jacques asked himself He did not 
fancy 
the odds: Maybe having a knife would make up the 
difference. He was 
not aware that the British Teds carried weapons. None of 
the fanzines 
had mentioned this... 


A security van drew up alongside the two French punk 
fans anda 
guard in helmet climbed from the cabin; walked round to 
the rear and 
tapped on the grilled door. It opened, another guard 
getting put. Both 


men stared at the French lads, spotting Henri's: openly 
held knife. 


‘Get the hell -' the first guard started to say, then was 
interrupted by. 
his companion who; tugged at his sleeve and pointed.. 


‘Teds - and they must be bloody punks!' the second man 
sald. 


‘Christ alive, button-up the van.’ 


With both men outside the security van;: they locked the 
double rear 
doors, placed their backs against these and brought 
truncheons out. 


Henri and Jacques patched the security men's 
movements and, as 
one inched closer to the van. It looked like they had sound 
Support! , 


‘Fuck off!' the first security guard hissed at the pair. 
'Yeah-fuck off! His companion agreed. 


The French youths stayed where they’ were, determined 
to employ 
any strong arm they could recruit. 


Spotting, the two punks out in the open, the Teds’; leader 
howled? in; 
triumph. ‘The Punks! Bash 'em!' 


A girl beside, him seized his hand ‘Don't,’ she warned. 
They’ve got 
private fuzz!’ 


‘The Ted scowled, held back his; wolves, His; lean face 
with 
clean-shaven cleft chin! jutted in anger. -He had nothing 
against the 
security-guards anid could not understand why they, were 
siding with the 
punks. Frenchies, too! 


‘Leave 'em;’ the girl said. 
‘Yeah -there'll be.more.' 


For a moment the security men thought the storm had 
swung away 
from their little island' in a raging sea:’ The Teds started 
looking for 
new targets, making a detour in the middle of King's! 
Road as traffic 
skidded to a halt and dared honk horns! at the gang. And; 
things might 
have been different if a panda had appeared instead of a 
group of punk 
rockers. 


The punks had been having a drink in one of those small 
pubs away 
from the mainstream, down one of the streets off the 
King's Road. 
They came in wedge formation round a comer, singing 
and yelling ina 
mixture of high-spirits and spirit-high enthusiasm. They 
saw the two 
French kids, thè security men, the van - and the Teds. All 
at once. 


The girl who had saved the Frenchies glanced over her 
shoulder. 
She enjoyed her aggro, without ever wanting to be sent to 
an approved 
school for a second time. It was okay, in her distorted 
vision, to 
knuckle punks but not fuzz - legal or private. That got the 
magistrates 
hopping mad. She wanted to see if the punks had nipped 
away - and if 
so, she would be first in the pursuit. 


And she saw the new arrivals reforming. 


‘Bleedin' hell ! ' she. roared, adrenaline flowing. Her finger 
stabbed at 
the fetid air around the: swearing Teds; 'Look, mates - punk 
bait!’ 

The gang turned, eyes glinting in anticipation. ; 

‘Christ - here we go again!' the security man swore. 


Henri noticed the man's anxiety, the, rock 'n' roll terrorists 
tightening into a tank-like mass. Sweat ran down his sides, 
down his 
legs. He implored-Jacques with knife-hand trembling to run 


r 


Jacques smiled. The odds were getting near even now. 
Pulling his 
friend he . went to join ; the new arrivals, drawn to kind as 
tribal-dominated natives in the Congo would muster... 


‘Thank God,' thé second security guard whispered. 
‘I hope the bastards murder each other, his mate snarled. - 


Raymond-Kerr read the newspaper report, knowing; that it 
did not 
convey the; sheer horror- of -the clash with any sincerity; 
He had data on 
y his desk which could,; if written ; up by a music-loving 
hack, have 
brought tears to the eyes of-people who remembered the 
'good old days' 
when a shopping.spree in Chelsea meant a colourful, 
exciting afternoon 
with -at the worst -.an argument between a husband and 
wife broking 
the non-violent excursion. 


Not any more though. King's Road had every right to be 
declared a 
national battlefield. Maybe, he mused, in 2,000 A D. it 
would.be in the 
history books, and a plaque attached to the Sloane Square 
Underground 
would say, THE PITCHED BATTLES OF THE NEW WAVE ROCK 
'N' ROLL ERA WERE FOUGHT HERE. 


Snorting, Kerr read the account a second time. The splash 
headline 
said. 


TEDS ROCK PUNKS ROCK CHELSEA 
A secondary eye-catcher had, 
Forty-three Arrests In Running Fight 
And the text... 


Punk-bashing returned to Sloane Square and spilled over 
into the 
Underground for the third time in as many weeks when a 
gang of Teds, 
seeking to destroy their new musical rivals for rock 'n' roll 
honours, 
fought a street battle in Chelsea yesterday. 


Not content with causing havoc along the King's Road, the 
youthful 
‘invaders’ pursued their badly beaten punk victims down 
into the 
Underground and continued the aggro until police boarded 
the train at 
Victoria Station and made forty-three arrests. 


Eye-witnesses agreed that the Teds were the aggressors, 
but that the 
punk rockers used a variety of weapons. Two French youths 
were 
charged with possessing dangerous weapons - knives. 


Several tube passengers were treated for shock, and five 
of the rockers 
are being detained in hospital for treatment to wounds 
inflicted at the 
height of the affray. 


Ray threw the newspaper aside. He did not re-read the wire 
reports 
again. He knew what they said. How an American had been 
savagely 
beaten-up and hospitalised before the Ted gang reached the 
King's 
Road area. How a mother and child were suffering from 
shock and 
bruising in the same incident. How passers-by were struck, 
kicked, 
punched by both sides in the running fight to the tube 
station. And 
how the staff at Sloane Square were threatening to padlock 
the station 
every Saturday. Bus staff, too, were making noises asking for 
police 
protection on all routes entering the battle region. 


No, Kerr did not read the official handouts. Instead, he 
returned to 
a letter addressed to the editor of Spins. It said, 


Dear Editor, 


lam a punk rock fan, but this last affair has sickened me. | 
don't 
see why we should be treated like dogs, but if the fuzz don't 
give a 
shit about us then I'm afraid I'll have to hand in my badge 
and 
content myself to soend Saturday afternoons listening to 
albums in 
my chick's house. 


Maybe that'll be better, anyway. It's amazing what gets her 
going. 
One track off the Nessophobia and she takes off. And |! mean 
takes 
off - everything. So who needs live music? 


Tell those Teds they can have King's Road and Chelsea and 
everywhere else they've been playing punk. As long as the 
bands 
make singles and albums we'll make out. A pity for all the 
gear 
guys who have tried so hard to cater for us. But they'll 
survive. 

More than we would going out in the open. 


Yours, 
Drop-out Punk 


‘Damn!' Kerr muttered aloud. 'That's what I've been 
worried about. 
If the kids stop showing themselves, the New Wave will fade 
away like 
the Teds want it to!’ 
And he wondered if, perhaps, musical peace would 
harmonise the 
scene. No, he told himself - it won't! The blood lust is there. 
If it isn't 
punk it will be some other expression taking the knocks! 
‘Christ,' he shouted at the office, his staff, ‘can't those 
bastards work 
off their blood hates in a gymnasium or up against a brick 
shithouse!!' 


THE END 


